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Summary: SEQUEL TO SAVIOR [AU] Two years have passed since Ian has 
found asylum on Sanghelios, homeworld of the Elites. The 
Human-Covenant War has ended, but tension still dominates. The 
Covenant is reviving with rogue Jul 'Mdama rising to power and 
calling for revenge. Just when all hope seems lost, the galaxy's 
greatest soldier will awaken from his long slumberaCl 


1 . Chapter 1 

**A late sequel to my earlier Halo fanfic. Savior. If you are new, I 
suggest you visit my profile and catch up on the first one, but if 
you insist on reading this, go ahead. I never start with the first 
one, either ; ) . For this story I plan for it to be my own version of 
Halo 4. Leave reviews of what you think! Hope you 
enjoy ! ** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own anything from the Halo 
franchise* * 

**Warnings: language, violence** 

**Spoiler Warning: Contains spoilers and even burrowed scenes from 
Halo 4** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ian panted heavily. A thick, tropical jungle surrounded him, 
almost completely engulfing him. Its native occupants chittered in 
their own language, filling the air with a faint song. Slightly humid 
air suffocated the fourteen-year-old boy's skin, creating a thin 
layer of sweat. His boots dug in to soft soil and his clothes clung 
to the underbrush surrounding him.<p> 

He crouched in his crowded hiding spot, but he didn't know he was 
discovered until it was too late. Suddenly something rammed into him. 



slamming him onto the ground. Ian let out a loud wheeze as dead 
weight fell on top of him. He felt a strong hand grip his shoulder, 
holding him down. 

"I've got you now, filthy human!" a voice snarled. 

"In your dreams!" Ian retorted, forcing the words out. 

He quickly dug his palms and knees into the turf. He used the support 
to force his body upward, the momentum throwing his attacker off. 
There was a grunt from the enemy and a light thud as they fell to the 
ground. Not hesitating, Ian pounced on his opponent, holding them 
down as he had been. But before he could get a successful blow, his 
opponent attempted to retaliate by grasping him. They tried to push 
him off, but Ian held on too tightly, forcing them to roll on top of 
him. But the motion backfired. As Ian was pushed to the side, he was 
shoved through fronds and suddenly didn't feel the earth underneath 
him . 

He gasped as he realized it was a ravine. His sigh turned into a 
screaming yelp as he felt gravity captured him, dragging him down. 
Unfortunately the enemy was still holding on to him and unable to 
support the dead weight. They reluctantly came along, having them 
both tumble down the decline. Ian wailed at he was an uncontrollable 
twist of limbs repeatedly smacking into the soil and his 
enemy . 

Finally the unpleasant trip ended when Ian felt something rising to 
meet him. He felt his shoulder plunge into liquid and his face being 
slapped. At the same time, his right shoulder throbbed with pain as 
it slammed on a hard rock. Bubbles and a solidified fog filled his 
vision before finally rolling over to see a tinted sky. 

He faintly heard another splash as his opponent fell alongside him in 
the shallow water. Ian quickly rolled over on his stomach, propping 
himself on his palms to keep his head above water. He looked over to 
the silhouette of the creature floating in the water. 

Suddenly a sound came from Ian's mouth, quickly followed by the 
creature. The two laughed, chuckling about their clumsy fall. The 
silhouette lifted into a sitting position, lean muscles rippling 
under a scaly skin and fierce green eyes flashing in Ian's direction. 
A Sangheili... an Elite. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sky transformed into a scarlet hue as the late afternoon sun 
sunk into the horizon. Great structures towered around Ian, the alien 
metal gleaming gold in the light. The golden skyscrapers created a 
forest almost touching the sky with unique formations of walls and 
bridges along with other annexes crisscrossing the city. Flawless 
material covered the earth below Ian's feet.<p> 

Sangheili dressed in silken robes calmly crossed the streets, either 
deep in conversation with their companions or minding their own 
thoughts. Only a few glanced at Ian by now. In return the young human 
didn't mind them as he traveled his own route. 


He stepped into a small plaza free of occupants. It was relatively 
barren save for a few short flights of stairs and rare plants used 



for decoration. Ian trotted down a few steps and glanced around, 
wondering about the best route to take. He was still learning his way 
around. Suddenly a large silhouette fell next to him, slamming onto 
the ground. Reptilian emerald eyes flashed across his vision. Ian 
wasn't tensed at all and relaxed as he quickly recognized it as the 
same Sangheili from earlier. 

It was an Anoka, a young Sangheili in the same age group as Ian. He 
had no idea what his exact age was, considering Sangheili have 
different lifespans not to mention lived on different _planets_. He 
never asked, though, seeing it awkward. It didn't matter; Ian was 
just glad there was another kid to spend his days with. 

Two years had passed since he came to live with the Sangheili. He was 
originally born on Earth, where he lived a peaceful life and ignorant 
of the universe or the hells of war. That all changed when the 
Covenant attacked, but they weren't after Earth. They were after_ 
him ._ 

Apparently Ian had been born with a special gift. He had a unique 
power to control any electronic technology around him: from a light 
bulb to a galactic super-weapon. And the Covenant wanted him just for 
that. They realized he could assist in their conquest for the 
ring-world Halo and the rest of the galaxy. So they came and took him 
away, slaughtering his family and destroying his home in the process. 
After months of enslavement, he was barely able to escape and found 
his way to the city of New Mombasa in Africa. That's where he met the 
Master ChiefaC 1 

The Spartan rescued him, saving him from inevitable death and taking 
him into UNSC. Little did the legend know that Ian would bring even 
more troubles. The Covenant found him again. 

When learning of his strange talents, the UNSC fought valiantly for 
his defense, but there was nothing they could do when the aliens 
successfully recaptured him. Only when they did, a civil war broke 
out between two fractions of the Covenant. Deciding there was more 
important things to deal with, the Covenant declared to execute their 
prisoner. Only to everyone's surprise, it was the Sangheili who stood 
up for him. 

They respected him. They praised his talents and pitied him that he 
was lied to like they had been. And they knew better than anyone that 
they could protect him, and could do a pretty significant job of it. 
Ian knew that, too. 

Even though it killed him to leave behind everythinga€"almost to the 
point he felt like a traitora€"he made the difficult decision. He 
decided to choose asylum with the Sangheili, who by now were split 
from the Covenant. He was taken to their homeworld, Sanghelios, and 
had been there ever since. A lot of things had occurred after his 
arrival . 

The Great Schism, in which the Sangheili left the Covenant; the 
Sangheili and the humans creating an alliance that was still active 
today; the war with the Elood and the destruction of the Ark. But 
most importantly, the Covenant had fallenaCl 


Now all the races could live in peace and rebuild their ruined 
societies. Ian could finally live in safety and assurance. After all 



his caretakers have vowed to shield him with their livesa€l 


"Did you hear me?" Anoka asked, interrupting Ian's long train of 
thought . 

Startled, the human quickly shook his head to clear it. He focused on 
his friend. "Huh?" 

Amusement and sympathy flickered in the young Sangheili's eyes, 
revealing that he understood the boy's occupied thoughts. He repeated 
his earlier question that Ian flailed to hear. "Will you join me for 
hunting tomorrow?" 

Ian quickly regrouped his thoughts and forced his thick tongue to 
reply, "Oh! Yeah, sure!" 

Anoka's eyes gleamed again with humor, but said nothing. Sangheili 
children were much more active than their human counterparts. They 
constantly trained and exercised, but it was fun to them as long as 
they stood out of the adults' way. A child's favorite activity was 
hunting in the world's exotic forests. Not deadly treks, just small 
game such as rodents and other easy catches. 

"Very well," Anoka agreed. He shifted to his side suddenly. "I must 
go now, my uncle will be waiting." 

"Yeah, my caretakers are probably looking for me, too, " Ian 
replied . 

Anoka gave another stiff nod. Without another word, he swirled on his 
heels in a cat-like motion and dashed away. Ian tried to watch him 
go, but the Sangheili's speed had him only catch a glance. 

Realizing he was completely alone, the boy sighed and turned away. 
Careful not to look exposed and like he knew what he was doing, he 
made his leave. 
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><p>The sky was an inferno of bright colors by the time Ian reached 
his destination. By the edge of the heavenly fire was its thick black 
smoke of the coming night. The structure below was reflecting the 
light, seemingly glowing on its own. Though as Ian drew near, he 
noticed it was finally turning a gray-like shade as the daily color's 
life came to an end.<p> 

The structure had a complex designs. It was mostly a one-story 
building, save for the two-story sections where the complex seemed to 
fold back on itself. The building was bent in different directions 
like a rectangular pretzel with multiple angles jutting out. It owned 
no surrounding barricade like most unique formations, but it didn't 
need them with the usual security around. Ian slowed his trot to a 
steady-paced walk as he spied two brick-red mini-towers posted to the 
wall. Sangheili guards. 

They glanced at Ian and eyed his approach, but other than that they 
failed to acknowledge him. Self-conscious of their stares, Ian 
couldn't help but give them a nod of greeting. Only one gave the 
slightest of movements. 



The human moved on to the main entrance, which were double manual 
doors. He was surprised like on Earth, most of the doors could be 
moved to the side; only difference was that Sangheili doors didn't 
have handles. So Ian simply pushed the golden door open and stepped 
into the dark foyer. He looked up to see green-amber eyes from the 
shadows staring at him. 

"I was wondering where you were," a feminine, but stern voice 
commented. "I was about to send a search party." 

"I was only with Anoka," Ian defended calmly. 

The voice hummed and the eyes slowly blinked, disappearing for a 
second before returning. Their owner finally stepped out from her 
watch and into the shaft of light. As Ian already knew, it as a 
female Sangheili. 

She had the same scaly skin and reptilian eyes as the males. She was 
shorter, though, but still taller than the average human. She stood 
around six feet tall, a few inches above Ian himself. The main 
difference she had from males was that she didn't have those 
intimidating mandibles. Instead, she had a more human-like jaw, her 
mouth being split horizontally and actually speaking like so. 

However, Ian had noticed that with close observation revealed at her 
lower jaw seemed to be _attached_ at the center. Like that they could 
separate with some force. He saw it in other females, too. So it made 
him suspicious if they actually had four jaws as well. It made him 
wonder what could make them separate, but then realized he didn't 
want to investigate that. 

But this female's jaw was closed, making his life a little easier. 

She wore a dark golden dress with brown vine-like designs lining her 
collar. Similar designs stretched across the fabric. Carefully tended 
braids of wiry-black hair fell onto her shoulders. She looked fair 
and even soft, but Ian knew not to underestimate her. 

She was usually calm to the point of having a cool personality, and 
rarely judged or bombarded him with orders. But the child was 
well-aware she could change in a heartbeat to owning a fierce, even 
deadly personality. It wasn't like she screeched and roared, but more 
like she chose a deadly tone that sent shiver's up one's spine. She 
was stern, too, expecting her words to be followed. 

Ian supposed she had an explanation for her split personality. Her 
former husband was Xytan 'Jar Wattinree, the Imperial Admiral of the 
Covenant. Apparently that was the highest of Sangheili ranks. And Ian 
heard pretty impressive stories about him, too. Unfortunately Xytan 
had been killed at the beginning of the Great Schism, leaving his 
wife as a widow. So Ian was left to assume that may have affected 
her, but he saw it more likely if you married someone of such 
command, you were pretty commanding yourself. 

The human was flattered that someone so special had volunteered to 
overlook him, especially when it was rare for a child to have a 
maternal figure. Usually Sangheili children were sent to a relative, 
most of the times an uncle, to be raised. The uncle would care for 
them until they either joined the military or some other prominent 
role in society. Basically this system was used to make sure children 
weren't raised by demented parents. 



"Just make sure you don't get yourself into trouble," the female 
warned him. 

"Yes, Suen, " Ian replied obediently. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pXstrong>There is my first chapter of Gladiator! For those old or 
new, I added a recap for you. I also made sure to explain some of the 
Sangheili's society, even though I probably won't make much reference 
to it. Honestly I feel like this chapter wasn't the best, which is 
disappointing since it's the first one, but the chapters get better 
later on. I'm honestly more pleased with this story than its 
predecessor . <strong> 

**If my description was too poor and you want a better visual of the 
Sangheili (Elite) homeworld, I suggest watching the Halo clip "The 
Duel," which is based on Sanghelios . * * 

**Thanks for reading! I already have multiple chapters written and 
more on the way, so I'll try to keep this updated. However, I'm 
currently working on two other projects. Yeah, don't know if that was 
the best idea, but I didn't want to wait any longer for this 
f anf ic . * * 


2 . Chapter 2 

Torrents of rain fell from the dark sky, drenching the inferior land. 
What would usually be early evening was now pitch-black and the rain 
throwing a thin mist into the air. The heartless water created a 
chill in the air that bit anyone not wanting to feel it. It signaled 
a long night of miserable weather. 

At the mercy of this weather was Ian, soaked and chilled the bone. 
Suen would _kill_ him for being so irresponsible. He spent the entire 

day hunting with Anoka, chasing game all over the forest. They even 

got larger catches than normal. However that came at a price as they 
realized they strayed miles from their original destination. By the 
time they got back to civilization, it was well into the 
afternoon . 

There was no law or caretaker's rule of timing, but it was far later 
than their original intentions. While Anoka returned home, Ian made 
the poor decision of killing time. It was mostly of aimlessly walking 
around the city. By the time he reminded himself where he was, he was 

miles away from the stronghold and night was falling with a 

rainstorm. Just great. 

The boy was trying not to shiver, bundling in his leather-like jacket 
given to him by the Sangheili. He originally tried to run, but 
quickly lost his breath and fell into walking miserably through the 
growing rivers of water. 

His decisions were even stupider considering the fact he wasn't 
supposed to be alone for too long. He was first always with an escort 
until they finally gained trust in him to go out of his own. The 
young human wondered if he was betraying their trust right 
now . 



Tensions were high on Sanghelios, even after the end of the war. 

Ian's caretakers were trying to shield him, but he wasn't foolish. 
Most of the Sangheili were happy the war was over, but there was 
always that fraction that didn't. And that fraction was growing 
larger. Not to mention new reforms that were being introduced were 
making more unhappy. Ian suspected that more politics were involved, 
but once again he was shielded. 

It was these very tensions that endangered him. The Sangheili have 
hated the humans ever since their encounter; and old habits die hard. 
There was no doubta€"Ian even saw thema€"that there were Sangheili 
wishing him away or even dead. And it was only a matter of time until 
a gutsy one stood up and did something about it. 

Little did the human realize that time had come sooner than he 
expected . 

Ian jumped when he heard a faint sloshing sound behind him. He 
instinctively whirled around and peered through the sheet of water, 
only to see nothing. His skin automatically crawled. Ever since he 
began his journey home he felt like he was being watched, or more 
like _followed_. He had even heard strange noises and a flicker of 
brief movement a few times. But he could never find the owner and was 
forced to rationalize himself. But now his list of reasons was 
shortening . 

He stood still for a few seconds before turning back around, once 
again blaming paranoia. But as he began moving again, he saw that 
black flash in the very corner of his vision. He instinctively 
quickened his pace, careful to not look too obvious of his growing 
fear. The human had just rounded a corner when it happened. 

Suddenly super strong hands grasped him: one on his shoulder and one 
wrapped around his torso. Ian gasped at the grip hoisted him up at 
least a foot off the ground. He heart pounded when he realized this 
creature was two-to-three times larger than him, and _far _stronger. 

A growl rumbled in his ears, almost deafening his sensitive hearing. 
Hot breath panted on his neck and shoulder, but instead it sent 
chills coursing through his body as his hairs stood on end. 

Ian let out a struggling yelp and began to flail his legs. He pounded 
his leg on what felt like the attacker's knee, but to his 
disappointment they were armored. The growl grew louder into one of 
frustration. The grip tightened and Ian felt himself being hoisted a 
little higher, propping the back of his head on the attacker's 
shoulder. Though the boy still couldn't see the creature's face. No 
doubt it was a very angry Sangheili. 

He let out another roar as he felt the attacker moving, backing up 
into the shadows. Ian kicked harder and tried to drive his elbow into 
them, but his strikes only hit hard metal. 

"Get off of me!" he demanded. "Let me go!" 

The Sangheili continued to ignore him as they retreated farther, 
heading toward the entrance of the warehouse next to them. Just 
before the black roof closed over him, Ian was able to let out one 
last cry. 


"SOMEONE HELP!" 



Suddenly his world spun, becoming a blur with powerful streaks. His 
vision panned down and he saw the flash of a dark cold floor before 
slamming into it. He grunted in pain. He heard another slam 
immediately follow, which was most likely the door being locked in 
place. Now the only sound was the force of rain on the roof far above 
and the growling of the Sangheili. He was speaking his native 
language, but Ian failed to understand. He wasn't the best at his 
lessons. Though he could hear the fury in his tone. 

Ian growled with effort as he forced his palms into the ground and 
slowly pushed himself up. He expected the Sangheili to push him back 
down, but they continued to pace impatiently, each stomp a crack of 
thunder. Ian was forced to measure himself to a crouch as his head 
pounded and swirled. He looked up to see who exactly his attacker 
was . 

It was obviously male, as Ian already guessed. He wore golden armor, 
indicating his high rank. Though Ian noticed the armor seemed a 
little darker than the gleaming shine of most. The boy could spy the 
Sangheili 's skin, as this armor exposed more than most. His scales 
were a sickly pale with patches thicker than others. Under the rim of 
the attacker's helmet were gray beady eyes. They looked almost 
lifeless, but Ian could point out the endless fury within them. 

The Sangheili looked down at his prisoner with disdain and his 
mandibles moving constantly as he growled in his language. Ian tried 
to follow along, but what he could catch wasn't helpful. He was 
really wishing he tried to learn the Sangheili 's language better. 
Finally the Sangheili seem to catch on to Ian's lack of knowledge. 

The boy was surprised when the alien suddenly switched. 

"You come with me," the creature growled savagely. The Sangheili 's 
English owned a heavy accent and was more growl than words. It didn't 
sound proper at all. It just proved that the Sangheili wasn't very 
educated with other languages himself. 

"And if I don't?" the boy countered. 

Despite his impaired language skills, the Sangheili seemed to 
understand what Ian meant. In answer, he growled savagely and 
snatched out a skinny handle. With just a twitch of his wrist, two 
white blades made of crackling plasma appeared with a sizzling hiss. 
An energy sword. 

The Sangheili raised his sword, drawing out the last of Ian's nerve. 
In a panic, the boy yelped and stumbled back, losing his balance and 
falling on his back. Propping himself up with his arms, he 
desperately tried to backward crawl a couple paces away. The 
aggressive Sangheili only stomped after him, waving his energy sword 
before him. 

Suddenly before the attacker could near his sword again, a loud slap 
filled the air. In the same instant, the sword flew out of his hand 
and the alien let out a roar of pain. He stumbled back, holding his 
wounded hand. 


Startled, Ian immediately rolled to his side to where the noise had 
come from. It was then he saw a very familiar figure. 



"Glacier!" he cried in relief. 


At the edge of the warehouse, outlined against the new opening and 
rain, was a tall Sangheili. They were over eight feet tall dressed 
head-to-toe in pristine white armor. The male clutched a carbine in 
his hands, still aiming it at Ian's tormentor. The wounded one looked 
back at the newcomer, his eyes narrowing with dangerous fury. 

"Virl 'Sadum, " he growled deeply, his voice filled with that heavy 
accent as he stated the newcomer's real name. 

"Leave the human alone, " Virla€"known to Ian as Glaciera€"ordered . 
"The punishment to those who attack him was very clear." 

Ian's attacker roared in response and began to yell at Glacier in 
Sangheili. After a seemingly long speech. Glacier only replied with a 
couple sentences. Whatever they were saying, it wasn't a happy 
conversation as both seemed annoyed. Especially when the attacker 
roared at Glacier's response. 

The assassin dived for his fallen energy sword, but was interrupted 
as Glacier shot again. The attack hit his shoulder, sending him 
stumbling back. The victim quickly ripped out his plasma rifle and 
fired a few shots at the intruder. A few hit him, making the white 
commander growl in annoyance. He lunged away and without warning he 
disappeared in thin air. 

The assassin seemed panicked as he realized Glacier had activated his 
camouflage. He fidgeted in place and tried to look in multiple 
directions at once. He moved his weapon back and forth, now uncertain 
how to hold it. He had forgotten about Ian. 

Suddenly an empty space by the Sangheili was replaced by a white 
tower. In the same instant. Glacier pounced on his opponent, wrapping 
his arms around his torso and driving him down. His victim roared in 
protest, but Glacier was already settling his weight on him. The 
white Sangheili sent a powerful fist into his captive's head. His 
head jerked to the side and the wind was knocked out of him. Glacier 
was able to deliver a couple more blows, but a Sangheili 's ability of 
quick recovery allowed his captive to retaliate. He swiped at 
Glacier's helmet, forcing him to wince and for the attacker to regain 
the advantage. 

He pounded on Glacier's armor a couple times himself before being 
able to pull his legs up. He suddenly drove his feet into the 
commander's stomach, sending him flying. The white Sangheili slammed 
onto his back with a yelp. Meanwhile, the golden one was already on 
his feet and snatched his sword. He quickly reactivated it and swiped 
it down at his victim to cut him in half. But Glacier was just as 
quick . 

Before the blade came in contact, the commander ripped out his own 
energy sword. Far too fast for the naked eye, the two swords clashed 
as the almost-vict im-to-be used it as a shield. A crack of lightning 
and bright flash filled the air. 

Glacier used his superior strength to push the other's sword back, 
sending the attacker stumbling backwards once again. Ian's defender 
leaped up to his feet to deliver another strike, but this time the 
golden Sangheili was ready. He pushed the commander back with his 



palms, forcing the older one to lose his balance and stumble. The 
assassin's eyes lit up with glee as realizing he had an opening. He 
charged, bringing up his sword to send a deadly attack. But it never 
happened . 

Just as Sangheili was about to swing his arm, his body suddenly went 
rigid. Glacier blinked as his enemy became completely frozen; his 
raised arms not even lowering. The attacker growled and twitched, 
showing he was trying to resist and fight his own body. At first the 
white commander was confused, but then noticed the green electrical 
sparks across the Sangheili 's armor. He looked around to see 
super-thin wires of mini-lightning from the warrior's back, waving 
through the aira€ 1 and connecting to Ian's fingertips. 

The boy's face was twisted. His eyes were narrowed and crooked with 
his lips curled back. It looked like he was battling a migraine and 
frustration at the same time. 

"Hurry, Glacier," he croaked, his voice strained. "Can'ta€"do 
thisa€"f orever . " 

Immediately Glacier's mandibles curled into a Sangheili 's smile as he 
realized Ian was using his power to control the assassin's 
armora€"and the commander had the advantage. He lunged to his feet 
and charged at his opponent. The smaller Sangheili was defenseless as 
Glacier delivered several accurate blows born from years of training 
and fighting. The victim grunted as his head was forced down as the 
white Sangheili struck the top of his head. Immediately after Glacier 
balled his fists into one and swung them up, ramming them into golden 
Sangheili 's jaw. 

The beast let out a roar of pain. At the same time, Ian gave in and 
released his spell, unlocking the assassin. The result was the 
Sangheili flying back and slamming hard onto the ground, all the wind 
and strength in him ripped out of him. Ian crumbled to his knees and 
fought to regain himself, but he judged he was in better than his 
victim, who was completely dazed. 

As the creature lay completely motionless. Glacier pulled out his 
sword. He walked over to his victim and activated it. Just as the 
Sangheili tried to lift himself up, the other hovered his sword over 
him, the sizzling electricity an inch from his face. First the 
inferior one twitched his head back and his eyes flashed with 
surprise, but then they hardened into humiliated fury. Glacier said 
something to him in Sangheili, which Ian finally caught what he 
meant . 

Do not return. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I am much happier with this chapter, even it was kind of 
frustrating not using the mean Sangheili 's name. So I apologize for 
the repetition in this chapter. For those of you wondering who 
exactly "Glacier" is, don't worry. I'll explain in the next 
chapter . <strong> 


3 . Chapter 3 



Ian stood restlessly in some Sangheili conference room, adrenaline 
still pumping through his veins even though the attack was almost a 
day ago. Before him was a rather large and long table with a ring of 
seats surrounding it. It looked like one of those tables in a meeting 
room, which what this exactly was. 

Occupying half of the seats were several Sangheili. Some of them were 
commanders or ex-leaders and others were simply figures in their 
government. They were basically a small group of Sangheili that had 
decided to bother with their guest. 

Ian was relieved to see Glacier was there, but self-conscious to see 
other Sangheili whose names' had abandoned him. A couple he never met 
before, which was a good excuse, but another couple he met briefly. 

He decided to keep quiet to that group so he wouldn't mess up and 
offend them. But the boy was everything but quiet as he paced 
impatiently back and forth, grumbling and demanding useless 
things . 

"Calm down, Ian, " Glacier moaned. He was the one who had the most 
experience with the boy, knowing him a little better than the 
others . 

Before the Great Schism, Glacier was a Supreme Commander of the 
Covenant under the name of Virl 'Sadumee. He was the Prophet of 
Regret's right-hand during the Invasion of Earth, even though the two 
had different views. It was the Commander who was responsible for the 
recapture of Ian and his handling. However, he was the same one who 
saved Ian, and brought him to Sanghelios. 

After the Prophets' betrayal of murdering the Sangheili 's council, he 
was crushed. He immediately retired from his high position, but took 
command over his brethren. Even after the war, his race saw his 
talent in command, putting him in charge of a portion of the 
Sangheili Navy. Even with his respect for the veteran, Ian still 
turned on him. 

"How can I calm down?" he demanded. "Some asshole just tried to kill 
me ! " 

"We promised you protection, and we shall guarantee it, " a deep, 
rumbling voice interrupted. 

Immediately the occupants of the room froze and stiffened. It wasn't 
one of fear; instead it was that natural reaction to those when 
someone of high authority enters a room. Ian looked over his shoulder 
to see a large newcomer stomp into the chamber. 

They were an intimidating eight and seven inch figure, taller than 
the average Spartan and even a slightly larger than Glacier. Dark 
gray armor aged by millennium shined dimly in the little light and 
clung tightly to its owner. It was armor not worn by any other 
Sangheili, as only one could wear it at a time. 

Ian refused to move as Thel 'Vadam, the Arbiter, settled next to him. 
The warrior bent a little and lowered his head in attempt to be eye 
level with the human, but his gaze was still an inch over Ian's head. 
Even though, the boy was still forced to look into those fierce amber 
eyes that burned into his very soul. 



"Do you not trust us?" the Arbiter questioned. 


"N-no, " Ian stammered. 

"Good . Now sit . " 

Ian gulped and immediately did what he was told. He found the closest 
seat he could fit into and scrambled in it. Just as he settled, he 
swore he heard a faint chuckle, but couldn't find its owner. 
Meanwhile, the Arbiter took a seat at the head of the table. 

"So I have been told there has been an incident, " the veteran 
began . 

Ian bit his tongue to keep from yelling at Sangheili for his 
statement of the obvious. But he understood that the leader was 
handling other things when he was suddenly bombarded with the news, 
which was very least sketchy. And he respected the Arbiter as well, 
inspired by his story. A pariah turned leader. However, Ian was 
sometimes annoyed by the mute with his lack of response. 

"Yes," Glacier replied formerly. "It was an assassin from the 
Servants of Abiding Truth that attacked Ian not long ago." 

"Did you know the figure?" another Sangheili questioned. Ian 
immediately recognized him as Rtas 'Vadum, another commander and a 
close friend of the Arbiter. 

Glacier nodded. "Jul 'Mdama." 

The room was filled with small gasps and freezing muscles. Ian felt 
like he was the only one who didn't react. The name honestly didn't 
ring a bell. But he knew it was hard to faze a Sangheili, so their 
reactions weren't a good thing. Another Sangheili spoke up, the 
oldest of the bunch. 

"I always knew he was a troublemaker!" he rasped, his voice hoarse 
and high-pitched with age. 

"Apparently Avu Med 'Telcam won him over," the Arbiter mused. The 
warrior had looked down in thought for a moment before glancing back 
up at Glacier. "Did he say of his intentions?" 

Glacier blinked in silence for a moment. Finally he talked, but 
instead of English for Ian's sake, he spoke in the growls of his 
native tongue. Immediately fury welled up in Ian's chest. He wasn't 
stupid. He knew Glacier was speaking this language to keep him out of 
the loop. 

"Hey!" he quickly protested. "I'm in this, too!" 

"Silence, brat, " a Sangheili councilor snapped, who Ian vaguely 
remembered his name being Levu 'Mdama. 

The Arbiter and his companions stared intently at Glacier as he spoke 
quickly of his report. Sometime another would interrupt and shifting 
the conversation slightly. Ian could only tremble in rage and try not 
to let out an outburst. After what felt like eternity for the boy. 
Glacier ended his report and the conversation went back to 
English . 



"Interesting," the Arbiter hummed, bring a loose fist to his 
chin . 

"What's interesting?" Ian immediately asked. When there was no reply, 
he continued to harass the councilors. "What the hell is going on? I 
have a right to know!" 

"Oh, quiet, human," Levu moaned. "Jul wasn't there to assassinate 
you, but to _capture _you." 

Glacier shot an ice-cold glare at the councilor for his slip, but the 
damage was done. Ian's already restless self was becoming 
panicked . 

"Capture me? Why?" he shot off. Then suddenly a cold realization 
climbed up his spine as haunting memories returned. "He wants my 
power. And there's only one thing to use my power for." Several of 
the Sangheili glanced at him, but Ian ignored them and turned to the 
Arbiter, who was still staring in thought. "It's Halo, isn't 
it?" 


"You don't know that for sure," the creature insisted. "And besides, 
the humans have control over most of the rings now." 

Ian blinked. He didn't know that. But it didn't matter. 

"Then what?" he demanded. 

"That is hard to say. I may have to speak to Avu Med 'Telcam 
directly. He won't be pleased with it, but as far as he is concerned 
it is not his choice." The Arbiter finally looked up and trained that 
dagger-like gaze on his guest. "In the meantime, I am returning you 
to your escorts. You must be accompanied at all times and may only 
leave your compound during a certain set of hours. And I will 
increase your security, as well." 

That voice in the back of Ian's head told him it was pointless to 
argue with the Arbiter, but he couldn't help himself. 

"If you do that than you're just letting these ' Truth-whatever ' 
people know that they're winning!" he roared. "And besides, I can 
take of myself! I learned a lot of things from you guys, and I've 
_really _gotten better with my powers." 

The Arbiter was nodding along, but was obviously uninterested. "Good 
for you. But it is irrelevant. Increasing security will protect you 
and will inform others that will we not accept this sort of 
behavior." Before Ian could let out another protest, he quickly 
turned to Glacier. "Virl, you will be in charge of his guard." 

A mischievous glint appeared in the commander's eyes. "Of 
course . " 

Ian, however, gave him a glare of defeat. "Just like old times, 
huh?" 

"I'm going to have fun with this." 


Ian ignored his comment and looked once again at Arbiter, his 



conversation still not over. "But I don't see how this will change 
anything. You're still restricting my freedom and you're still hiding 
things from me." 

"We will do what is best for you, " the warrior insisted. 

It was then Ian replied with a staring contest. He looked into those 
burning fires, trying not to flinch away. But it didn't work as Ian 
lost, the eyes' intensity damaging his soul. He looked 
away . 

"Whatever, " he grumbled. 

And with that, the human stormed out of the room. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The storm from the night before had passed, leaving an endless 
dark sky only broken by microscopic twinkling stars and the planet's 
two moons, Qikost and Suban. Despite the brightness of the almost 
full moons, millions of stars crowded the black canvas, barely any 
room between them. It was a long time since Ian saw a view like 
this . <p> 

His peace was only questioned by the faint babbling of Sangheili 
guards below as they were already finding their new positions. 
Apparently Glacier wanted to start his new guard right away. It 
wouldn't be long before they would be inspired to drag him inside. 
Yes, because a sniper would _love _to kill him with an army 
surrounding him. 

But Ian wasn't pondering about his bad luck or his situation. Instead 
he was thinking on a slightly broader scale. It started with that he 
realized that he was most ignorant person ever. He was aware that 
tensions were high on Sanghelios, but he had no idea _how _high. He 
assumed it would die down in a few months and it was being handled. 
But that wasn't the case at all. It was leading to _civil war._ And 
half of it was about him. He couldn't see it getting any better any 
time soon. 

The boy tilted his head back and observed the stars. His knees were 
bent with his arms wrapped around them. He finally realized that 
there was nothing he could do about it. He just caused trouble 
wherever he went. An unsettling feeling grew in his chest. The last 
time he felt like this was when just before he left with the 
Sangheili. He was just twelve-years-old then. 

He stared at the stars. Countless suns scattered all over the galaxy 
in all different sizes. And between these stars, almost hidden behind 
them due to its incredible distance, was Earth. 

_We can't do this alone, _Ian realized. _We need the humans. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Pathet ically boring chapter and shorter than I intended, 
sorry about that. And you're probably thinking most of it was pure 
crap. But don't worry, though, things really kick up next 
chapter ! <strong> 



4 . Chapter 4 

**EIGHT MONTHS LATERaCl** 

Wake mea€ 1 When you need mea€ 1 

EmptinessaCl There was only emptiness. Even with the floating 
junka€"their original purpose long f orgottena€"hovering through the 
void. Even with the pockets of oxygen that had somehow survived the 
vacuum of space. Even with the _Eorward Unto Dawn _drifting through 
space, worn from its long travels. There was justaC 1 
nothing . 

ChiefaC 1 I need youa€ 1 

"CHIEE ! " 

John's eyes shot open with a sharp breath. A film of ice covered his 
vision, but he noticed it was subtly retreating. His body and limbs 
were unusually stiff. The Spartan's senses felt extremely dulled and 
a thick mist clouded his mind. The Master Chief let out a 
groan . 

"Easy, you were out for a while, " Cortana warned. 

The veteran ignored her warnings as he desperately attempted to gain 
focus. Only when life started to seep into his frozen veins, his 
Spartan instincts kicked in. In a brief moment of panic, he slammed 
his palms into the air before him, only to pound bullet-proof 
glass . 

Panic stabbed his heart, but he quickly overcame disorientation. Oh, 
right, he was in cryosleep. He was still on the _Forward Unto Dawn. 
_But anything exceeding that failed to come to him. 

"Where are we?" he questioned. 

"Still adrift, " Cortana reported. 

"Why did you wake me?" 

"Hold on, soldier, let's get you out of there, first." 

She was stationed on a skinny panel a few feet in front of the 
Chief's pod. They were in a small, but slightly long room made of 
plain metal. Cryotubes lined the walls, the Chief occupying one at 
the end. He spied the room's entrance on the opposite side of 
room . 

After a quick scan of the room, John glanced at Cortana again. He 
noticed she seemed slightly different. Her shoulder-length "hair" was 
darker than he last remembered it, and it seemed to be trimmed unlike 
its wildness from before. She looked fuller, too, instead of her 
previous thin self. It wasn't surprising he supposed, since AIs could 
manipulate the form of their avatar. 

John watched her as she turned around. Suddenly a mini-holographic 
panel appeared before her, and she began to meddle with the data. 

John blinked. That was a new trick. 



"Re-activating the ship's gravity generators," Cortana 
announced . 

Suddenly a wave of nausea appeared as the Chief felt a force grab him 
and all of his organs fell. The floating junk hovering around the 
room dropped to the floor with a crash. 

"Good," Cortana approved. "Now the cryotube . " 

She clicked another piece of data. The Master Chief's hearing was 
filled with the familiar hiss of the pod before its front slowly 
lifted to hang over him. With a groan of effort, the large Spartan 
crawled out of the tube. His body radiated with soreness and his legs 
were numba€"consequences of them not being used for 
who-knows-how-long . He swallowed the last of his dizziness and 
crossed to Cortana. 

"Just like old times, huh?" she chuckled. 

"Ready to get back to work?" John asked. 

"Thought you'd never ask." 

John smiled beneath his helmet before he slowly reached out and 
pulled out her chip. Her avatar disappeared with a beam of light. The 
Chief impeded her in the back of his head and reached for the assault 
rifle leaning on the pedestal. He balanced in it in his arms, never 
feeling so natural. Seeing there was nothing else to do, he headed 
out of the cryoroom. 

"So what's going on?' the Spartan questioned. 

"We've got intrusion alerts lighting up on multiple decks," Cortana 
reported. "Our best bet to figure out who's boarding us is the 
observation decka€"four floors up." 

"Could it be a rescue team?" 

Before Cortana could reply, suddenly the Chief's small world shook 
violently. The unstable Spartan stumbled a bit and held out his arms 
for balance. The trembling only lasted a second, but it unnerved the 
soldier . 

"I wouldn't bet on it," his companion commented. 

John gritted his teeth and sped his pace a little. He travelled 
through a maze of hallways, distorted by the ship's erosions. 
Occasionally he would pass an actually working electronic, but he 
would simply ignore it as it offered no assistance. He saw no clues 
or traces of what could be boarding them, but he was still alert. 

Even though, he voiced what was on his mind ever since he woke 
up . 

"How long was I out?" he asked. 

"Two years, seven months, and fourteen days, " Cortana responded 
methodically . 


"I feel like somebody should've found us by now. 



He exited a hallway to find himself in another room. Dominating most 
of it in the center was a large panel. Hovering over it was a colored 
hologram. The hologram seemed to be a cloud of dust and small specs, 
variety of sizes. The Chief neared it and narrowed his eyes to 
observe it. It was then he realized it was a map of the space 
surrounding the ship. However, he couldn't recognize any of the 
planets or stars. 

"What system are we in?" he asked. 

"Unknown," Cortana replied solemnly. 

It was just then the ship trembled again. The Master Chief stumbled 
once again, but was able to catch himself by grabbing the edge of the 
panel. This tremor seemed to be a few seconds longer than the 
first . 

"Cortana, observation deck, " he barked. 

"It's directly above us," she hastily replied. 

With that, the Spartan pushed himself up and dashed up a nearby set 
of stairs. It led to a hallway that rounded a corner to reveal lonely 
pair of automatic doors. The Chief realized it must be the elevator. 
But the doors were lifeless and didn't reply to his approach, giving 
him the conclusion that they were offline. But seeing it as the only 
route and a good way to go up, John neared the doors anyway. 

He dug his fingers between them. Using his supreme strength, his 
pulled his arms apart with all his might, letting out a loud groan of 
effort. The doors creaked and groaned as they agonizingly moved 
inch-by-inch . With his raw strength, the Chief slowly pulled them 
apart . 

"Chief, be careful!" Cortana warned, obviously nervous. 

Her advice was useless as the second the doors opened, a new power 
captured John. Rushing air and a powerful gravity sucked him in, 
sending him face first into the now deadly elevator shaft. Luckily 
the momentum sent him slamming into the opposite wall, allowing him 
to grab a foothold. Debris and filthy air tore through the shaft, 
trying to knock him down as he gripped on to dear life. 

"Because some areas might have lost pressureaCl" Cortana finished 
sourly . 

"Right," John muttered in the same manner. 

With a growl, the thousand pound Spartan hoisted himself up, throwing 
his arm up and clawing for another hold. At an agonizing rate, he 
climbed up the shaft, carefully moving one limb at a time. He had to 
fight to move his own body. 

"I didn't realize the ship had deteriorated so badly," his companion 
mused . 

"Well, next time check, " 
teeth . 


the Chief heaved through gritted 



Finally he looked up to see a gap above him with artificial light 
pouring into the dark shaft. With a sigh of both effort and relief, 
he pushed himself up and clambered over side of the open elevator 
entrance. Only the very second he did, even before he regained 
himself, an outraged roar deafened his hearing. 

The Master Chief shot his head up to see a split-second image of a 
tall silhouette. A figure materialized from the excess smoke before 
him, still screaming and waving its weapon. An Elite. 

The tall alien was wielding an energy sword and charging at him at 
full speed. Thankfully John was faster, able to leap to his feet and 
meeting the monster head on. The Elite slammed into him, trying to 
rip its sword into the Spartan's head. John was able to hold it away 
and obtain a grip on his opponent. With a desperate grunt of effort, 
the Chief spun around, still holding his captive, and threw him over 
the side. 

The roar of fury was replaced by a scream of protest and fear. John 
looked over the side to see his attacker falling into the very abyss 
he escaped, disappearing in the thick mist of filth. 

"I thought we had a truce with the Covenant," he panted. 

"I suppose a lot happened in the last couple years," Cortana replied. 
"Either way, he's probably not alone. Be careful." 

The Chief acknowledged her warning with a grunt. His ideology about 
the shaft paid off as he rounded another corner to see the entrance 
to the observation deck. He smiled in approval and victory, but it 
immediately fell when he sensed he wasn't alone. 

Measuring his heavy footsteps, he cautiously and slowly crept towards 
the entrance, even crouching a little. Like he feared, he neared to 
spy a tall Elite ahead on the observation deck, meddling with the 
very controls he was after. He cursed through gritted teeth. But then 
he realized his enemy was cursing more: constantly muttering under 
his breath in his alien language. This inspired the weary warrior to 
continue his stalk, lowering the upper half of his body and staying 
out of the creature's peripheral vision. 

It was successful as the Master Chief wrapped his fingers around the 
Elite's neck, his movement quicker than lightning. The monster let 
out a startled roar, but it was cut short. John twisted his hands, 
the long neck forced to follow along until a satisfying _crack 
_filled the air. With a death moan, the Elite crumbled into a twisted 
heap . 

"Wow, you didn't lose your touch," Cortana commented. After a moment 
of awe, she snapped out of it and went back to business. "Override 
for the blast shields so we can see what we're up against." 

John obediently did what he was told, stepping over the crippled 
corpse and activating the controls. The wide, empty room filled with 
a roar. The black walls of the metal shields hissed and split 
directly in the middle. With a groan, the shields began to pull 
apart, a beam of light in between them. 


"These Covenant don't seem to be standard military," Cortana 
reported. "There's a good chance that we just came across a rogue 



salvage ship." 


Just as she finished her words, the shields pulled away from the 
glass windows. Only the second they did, a loud ghost-like scream 
filled the air and John saw a flash of a Banshee squadron, just an 
inch from the glass. What was lying behind them made his heart 
drop . 

Up to a dozen gleaming purple Cruisers hovered before the broken 
ship, falling into a strict orbit to surround their find. The hulking 
structures almost blocked out the space expanding behind 
them . 

"a€10r we might have stumbled onto an entire Covenant fleeta€l" 
Cortana sighed. 

John stumbled backwards, drawing out his assault rifle. His heart 
began to race and his adrenaline pumping. 

"How do we get out of here?" he demanded. 

"Too late!" his companion yelped. "Phantoms, flanking us!" 

It was just then a black shadow of a ghost-like drop ship panned down 
from the roof on either side of the deck. Before John could react, a 
tube projected from the Phantoms and rudely slammed into the fragile 
glass walls. The Spartan quickly gained hold of a railing as the 
vacuum gained effect, sucking the air away. Thankfully the ship's 
response systems were still active, creating a force-field from the 
cruel elements of space. 

It was too late though as the force-field closed around the Phantom's 
boarding section, allowing a wave of angry Covenant to swarm inside. 
It was mostly composed of Grunts save for the couple Jackals and 
Elites. It didn't matter to John, though, as he reacted 
immediately . 

In a cat-like motion with one hand still gripping the railing, the 
Spartan swung over the side and onto the lower deck of the room. An 
Elite roared a challenge, which John responded to with slamming into 
the monster. He was surprised by his own strength however, as he 
accidently rammed his opponent into the awaiting glass. 

But apparently this section of the wall was worn from travel. As the 
Elite's back touched the fragile crystal, it immediately fell apart. 
The Elite inevitably fell through, but due to his and the Chief's 
grip on each other, the heavy Spartan was forced to follow 
along . 

Thankfully a section of the ship jutted out below them, having them 
fall onto it. The Elite had the bad luck of being the Chief's landing 
cushion, the Spartan falling directly on top of him. The poor 
creature let out a groan of discomfort and pain, so John put it out 
of its misery by a savage blow at the head. 

He stood up to move on, but never stepped away. The second he got to 
his feet, his body went completely rigid and frozen. He grunted as 
his joints bent and his body refused to obey him. Although through 
his struggles, he was able to look up and find the source of his 
discomfort. He stared into the glaring light of the bottom of a 



Phantom, which had surrounded him with its gravity lift. John 
attempted to struggle even more, but nothing happened. 


He was completely defenseless as he felt his feet leave the ground 
and saw the belly close in. His world went black. 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong> [Spoilers] <strong> 

**Yeah, this chapter was almost exactly like the first level, sorry 
about that. It was only because I didn't have much to work with. 
However, I did cut out a couple very important scenes. I have my 
intentions for this, so I'm going to list the differences of my Halo 

4 * * 

**First of all, I am NOT going include the Didact (though I am 
including the Librarian) . Nor will I mention Cortana's Rampancy; 
mostly because it's hard to work with and other reasons. Obviously I 
am planning to include Lasky, though, since I love him and love him 
even more after ****_Forward Unto Dawn_****. And of course, Jul 
'Mdama will be a prominent character.** 


5 . Chapter 5 

John groaned. His eyelids were heavy as he tried to open them, having 
a curtain of black slowly rise out of his vision. It only rose to 
show blurriness. John moaned again and attempted to move. Again he 
was greeted with disappointment as his body felt completely numb and 
sore at the same time, making his movements sluggish and 
little . 

"Oh, Chief!" a female voice cried. "You gotta wake up!" When the 
Spartan only continued his pathetic awakening, Cortana pushed harder. 
"Come on, Spartan! On your feet!" 

Finally the Chief's head tilted up, his vision finally clearing. He 
blinked, only to see thick dimness. He could barely see the smooth 
walls of a small room. Naturally waves of disorientation coursed 
through his mind until finally it was filled with memories upon the 
_Forward Unto Dawn_. 

"_Dammit_! " John bellowed, automatically leaping to his feet. 

His eyes finally adjusted to reveal where he was. He was in a single 
compartment of a room. It was completely barren with no furniture, no 
devices, no anything. It was actually somewhat spacious, being twenty 
by twenty feet at least. An almost black floor was underneath the 
Chief's feet with purplish walls surrounding him. The ceiling a few 
feet above him was shadowed. And he saw no exit. 

The Master Chief let out a savage roar. 

Adrenaline pumping through his veins, he lost control of his actions. 
Like a rampaging bull, he charged at full speed at the opposite wall. 
He slammed his left shoulder into the smooth metal, actually feeling 
a jolt of pain from the impact. But he didn't care. All he cared 
about was wringing the necks of those bastards. 



The Covenant actually captured him! That was the one thing that never 
happened to him. That was the only thing he vowed that _would never_ 
happen to him. And if it was on the battlefield in war, that was one 
thing. But _this _was completely different. They actually took the 
time and resources to scour the entire universe just for _him_. 

And naturally, that didn't give the war veteran a good feeling. They 
wanted hima€"badlya€"and no doubt it was for something big. It was 
obvious they were up to something that would cause trouble. But how 
did it involve him? 

With those thoughts, John pushed off the wall and glanced where he 
hit the metal. A sizeable dent dug into the wall where his shoulder 
struck. Looking at it summoned a fresh batch of fury and 
adrenaline . 

With another scream, he balled a fist and drove it into the crevice. 
The dent deepened, but the Chief wasn't done yet. He sent one 
powerful punch right after another, letting out all his rage on the 
one spot . 

He didn't know much time passed. Cortana made no attempt to stop him. 
But it was probably only a few minutes. He pulled away; panting, 
sweating, and sore. The dent was now a disfigured wall, the plating 
barely hanging on. His energy and drive drained, he turned away with 
a sigh. He trudged back to other side of the room where he first 
awoke and slid down against the wall. As he settled on the cold 
floor, Cortana attempted to lighten the mood. 

"Hey, at least you can get that Prisoner of War medal now, " she 
piped . 

The Spartan only smacked the back of his head. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A noise awoke John. He blinked from his heavy slumber, moving his 
legs to promote circulation. He peered up to see his broken wall, but 
noticed something was different. The Chief glanced to his right to 
see a new wall had formed. <p> 

It was a few feet in front of the original, and it was a forcefield 
rather than a legitimate structure. It was an ocean-blue shade, 
having a cobalt glow illuminate the darkened room. The forcefield 
hummed with power with white pulses rippling across. The Master Chief 
rose and turned to the new feature, curious. He didn't have to wait 
long, though. The solid wall behind it broke as a vertical door 
opened. There was a black crevice for a split second before being 
occupied by a large figure. John bristled at the Elite. 

It was a tall creature, almost reaching the Arbiter's intimidating 
height. But it wore different armor than the Chief was familiar to, 
like the other Elites. This Elite's armor was slightly different than 
the rest, though. 

It still wore no armor on its arms and its chest plate just barely 
covered its torso, but the Spartan noticed its navy blue armor was 
rearranged a little. The most noticeable feature was that it wore a 
different helmet. It was a large piece that covered his entire head, 
even shielding his face. Only gray beady eyes could be seen. A 



strange symbol was on the crown that seemed similar to a comet: a 
circular head over his face with a tail stretching over the 
head . 

The newcomer was obviously comfortable behind the forcefield, unfazed 
by the legendary warrior before him. The Elite glanced at the damaged 
wall, but said nothing and looked back at the Chief without a second 
thought. John narrowed his eyes. 

"Who are you?" he questioned darkly. 

"I am Jul 'Mdama," the Elite gurgled, "leader of the Covenant 
Remnant . " 

John supposed he spoke good enough English. He could understand 
everything he said, but the Elite owned a heavy accent and struggled 
with his four-parted jaws. Jul knew the human language, but obviously 
was not good at speaking it and didn't_ like_ speaking it. 

"I thought the Covenant fell," John argued. 

"We did," Jul replied, still struggling. "But we revived." 

"Let me guess: by you." 

Jul only nodded. The creature turned and began to walk to the side. 
John's narrowed gaze followed him suspiciously, but he quickly caught 
on that the Elite was only pacing. 

"So what's your motive?" the prisoner asked. "It obviously wasn't 
easy to recreate an entire fleet." 

"No, but it was worth it," Jul agreed. "I inherited the Covenant for 
one purpose: to rid the universe of _you humans_. " 

"Apparently not all the Elites want peace." 

"No, we do not." The leader paused to turn back to the Spartan. He 
pointed an accusing finger at him. "Especially when you welcome 
yourself to destroy and mock our way of life!" 

John narrowed his eyes even more and Jul continued his pacing, but 
was a little more agitated than before. 

"I feel like we missed something while we were asleep," Cortana 
commented, but only said it to John. She hadn't taken part of the 
conversation so far. The Covenant probably didn't even know she was 
there; probably why she was staying quiet. 

"But what do I have to do with it?" the Chief asked. 

Jul growled, but clasped his hands behind his back in a sign of 
composure. "In order to destroy the humans, I need _more_. I _desire 
_more. But there is a solution. I will obtain all Eorerunner 
technology in the galaxy and use their gifts to bring _true 
_peace . " 

"You're not getting Halo!" _And you still haven't answered my 
question ._ 



Jul snorted. "Halo is old game. It served purpose. Please, you have 
no proof there is more?" 


John tilted his head as his captor went on. 

"Galaxy is filled with Forerunner gifts. Some more powerful than 
Halo." Suddenly Jul 'Mdama shot John a glare of hatred and 
determination. "And _you _will help us find them." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>A lot shorter chapter than usual, sorry about that. There 
was only so much I could do with this one. To make up for it, though, 
the next chapter is going to be much longer . <strong> 

**As I'm sure you have noticed by now, I am using the Master Chief's 
real name, unlike what I did in the first one. This is because Halo 4 
is much more personal, so I decided to follow along.** 

**As for Jul, I decided to have him speak English. It is hinted he 
****_does _****know how to speak it, and it is much easier to work 
with. I was originally planning to empathize his accent, but due to 
the difficultly I have decided just to have him have grammar 
problems. You may notice it; you may not.** 


6. Chapter 6 

**WARNING: This has spoilers from the Kilo-Five trilogy of the Halo 
books. Read at your own risk.** 

**Sangheili with Ian and the aliens; Elites with the humans.** 
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><p>"This is Virl 'Sadum of the <em>Eternal Night; <em> request 
permission to enter UNSC territory." 

"This is the UNSC_ Augustus_, " a male voice called over the radio, 
his voice slightly distorted by static. "_Eternal Night _has 
permission to enter." 

Glacier nodded in approval and glanced at one of his technicians. The 
awaiting Sangheili got the message and turned back to his work. A 
team of officers followed his example. Even though, one couldn't help 
but voice his complaint. 

"This is ridiculous, " he growled. "Since when are we begging humans 
to go where we want?" 

"We will obey the treaty's laws," Glacier insisted sternly, not even 
looking over his shoulder. 

His arms were folded and he stared intently at the monitor before 
him. Ian was a few meters near him, also absorbed in his 
surroundings. Or more the all-glass walls in front of the 
bridge . 

Behind them was black space stretching in all directions, tiny stars 
twinkling across the darkness. Off to the ship's left was a small 



aqua-blue planet, shining brilliantly under the rays of a nearby sun. 
Near the heavenly body, closer to the Cruiser's right, was a UNSC 
Frigate, the _Augustus_. 

The large, greenish-gray structure floated across space, hovering on 
the very edge of its territory. It slowly edged along, but capable of 
pouncing on any intruder that dared challenge it. The ship seemed to 
eye the alien craft as it pulled in closer. Even though, Ian stared 
at it, nostalgia and longing coursing through him in waves. 

"It's been so long since I've been with the humans," Ian 
murmured . 

Glacier hummed in agreement. 

The boy turned to the Sangheili. "How do you think they'll 
react ? " 

"We'll see soon enough." 

Ian sighed at his lack of response. Most Sangheili were functional 
mutes. Ian usually overlooked it, but sometimes it got annoying. 
Especially when he wanted to talk to someone; and that was when they 
were the quietest. To think the Arbiter was annoying. 

The war veteran had gotten pre-occupied with some other duties, but 
he promised to rendezvous with them soon. Ian just hoped that wasn't 
long. Like he anticipated, things got bad to worse after Jul ' s 
attack . 

The Arbiter had a meeting with Avu Med 'Telcam, the representative of 
a radical group called the Servants of Abiding Truth. Apparently the 
Servants were still tied to pre-Covenant beliefs, which was the 
religion of worshipping the forerunners and their stuff. That 
included that it was sin to use their technology. And since almost 
every species in the galaxy depended on forerunner tech now, it was 
safe to say that they were pretty resentful. They still held grudges 
and hated the Arbiter's gut. So when Thel demanded for answers, 
'Telcam refused to confess anything. 

After that, a series of attacks on various Keeps ignited. Including 
the Battle of Vadam Keep. That was when the Servants decided finish 
what they started. And they were going to do that by destroying the 
Arbiter and his home. They almost won. That was until the UNSC 
appeared in Sanghelios's skies, requesting to assist. 

Even though the Arbiter wanted to keep the conflict private, he was 
on the verge of being overwhelmed, so accepted. And so, the Servants 
felt the full wrath of the Alliance as Sangheili and humans fought 
side-by-side. The rebels were quickly defeated; Avu Med 'Telcam even 
missing in action. No one ever saw him again. 

But that was not why Ian was here now. Not long before the Battle, 

Jul 'Mdama, Ian's attacker, disappeared. The Arbiter and Glacier saw 
it suspicious at first, but learned not to care. It was a costly 
mistake, however. 

Months after the fall of the Servants, both UNSC and Sangheili 
sentries had reports of a mysterious fleet roaming the galaxy. Along 
with sightings of a figure that matched Jul ' s description. Panicked, 



the Sangheili decided to react. They sent a group to investigate and 
to meet with the UNSC to form a joint force. By some miracle, Ian 
convinced his caretakers to allow him to come along, where they were 
now . 

They were on their way to rendezvous with the UNSC starship 
_Infinity, _which was the very ship that saved the Vadam Keep from 
total destruction. Ian was unable to see it at the time, but he heard 
plenty of rumors of capability, including its fire power. Apparently 
it was able to completely demolish the Servants' forces without 
difficulty. But that wasn't the only rumor of the warship. 

"Is_ Infinity_ really as big as they say?" Ian interrogated 
Glacier . 

Finally the commander glanced at him. "It succeeds the size of a 
CAS-class assault carrier." 

Ian widened his eyes in disbelief, but the Sangheili showed no signs 
of bluff. The assault carrier was one of the largest vessels in the 
f ormer-Covenant Navy. He couldn't comprehend that humanity could 
build such a great ship. But all it took was for the Sangheilian 
cruiser to orbit around to the other side of the aqua planet. Ian's 
jaw dropped at the structure that slowly crawled into view. 

_Inf inity ._ 

The ship was _huge_. True to Glacier's word, it was easily larger 
than an assault carrier, and definitely dwarfed any other vessel in 
existence. It even competed with the tiny pale moon behind it. Its 
shape was similar to a Halcyon-class light cruiser, being compact in 
a barrel-like shape and gigantic engines making up the rear. Its 
steel was still a greenish-gray color like its brethren, but Ian 
noticed the metal seemed more silvery and shiny. And he swore it 
looked like it was invincible. 

The young teenager couldn't pry his gaze from it, but sensed almost 
all of the bridge's occupants stared at vessel in the same manner. 
Even Glacier seemed impressed. 

Ian gulped, which helped release him of some of his spell. His eyes 
narrowed in determination. If this was the instrument that could 
bring peace to the galaxy, then Ian was just fine with that. 
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><p>A Phantom delivered a small group of representatives to the human 
flagship, and Ian quickly noted it was microscopic compared to the 
massive vessel. Somehow they located a hanger within the hull, where 
the Phantom quickly slipped in and docked. <p> 

Like Ian expected, a team of soldiers were the first to greet the 
newcomers, but not as near as many as he guessed there would be. 
However as the Sangheili stepped off their ride, the humans naturally 
eyed them and were obviously intimidated by their large size, but 
showed no signs of immediate hostility. No one reached for their 
weapon or sent glares of hatred. Glacier paused in the center of the 
hanger as an older marine stepped from the group and shuffled towards 
him . 

"Sergeant Major Paulson, at your service," the man introduced. "I'll 



escort you to Captain Lasky." 


The soldier went straight to the point and was brief, proving he was 
in fact wary of the alien visitors. Glacier likewise only nodded 
before trailing after the human out of the hanger, all eyes still on 
them. Ian, meanwhile, frowned at Paulson's status. Sergeant Major, 
the same rank Avery Johnson was. He had been told that the cocky 
soldier had died during the wara€ 1 

Ian forced himself not to dwell on it as he walked by Glacier's side, 
the rest of the Elites behind them. They walked through spacious and 
well-lit hallways, enough for the group to spread out and still have 
room for human observers off to the side. There were mostly soldiers, 
but Ian also noticed engineers and even scientists alongside them. 

And he quickly noticed their gazes exchanging from the Elites to 
him . 

"What's a kid doing here?" 

"Hey, isn't thataC"" 

"Yeah right, there's no way!" 

Self-conscious of the stares, the young teenager went to avoiding 
gazes and looking at the floor. However, he still saw the Sangheili 
were staring right back at the humans without hesitation, some of 
them glaring defensively. Ian quickly caught on it was because of 
him, and that his caretakers were being protective over 
him . 

_They ' re treating me like I'm one of them! _he realized. 

Thankfully their trip was short, so he didn't have to suffer the 
awkward tension for long. Ian looked up to see another group nearing 
the newcomers, this was one completely composed of human soldiers. At 
the squadron's head was obviously the captain. 

Ian first noticed that the commander's uniform was different than he 
last saw, looking more like padding than formal military attire. He 
even had a piece of armor on his shoulder, like the Arbiter wore. But 
the golden badge to signify his rank gleamed on his arm. As for the 
captain himself, he was young, in his mid-thirties at most. He had 
trimmed brown hair and his chocolate-brown eyes were the same shade. 
Those eyes gleamed with friendliness and trust as he walked in a 
confident stride, not hesitating to near his guests. 

"Virl 'Sadum?" he offered. 

Glacier hummed in confirmation, but didn't speak. The man didn't seem 
to mind as he immediately outstretched his arm. 

"Captain Lasky of the _Infinity,_" he introduced. "Welcome 
aboard . " 

Glacier was still silent, but he too didn't hesitate to reach out. 

The commanders clasped hands and shook. Ian could tell the gesture 
was completely foreign to Glacier, but he didn't complain. Sangheili 
didn't shake hands on their homeworld. The teenager then sensed 
Lasky 's gaze settling on him. 



"So then you're Ian Paden?" 

Ian hesitated, having been so long since speaking to another human. 

He made himself answer. "Yes, sir." 

"Nice to meet you. I heard a lot of things about you." The boy didn't 
reply to that one, but he didn't have to as Lasky turned back to 
Glacier. "Follow me." 
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><p>"We have multiple reports of f ormer-Covenant vessels trespassing 
into UNSC territory, " Lasky reported. "The largest sighting was about 
dozen cruisers . "<p> 

"Any idea what they could be doing?" Glacier questioned. 

"It almost seems like they're looking for something. Only that we 
have no idea what it is, though." 

The two commanders held their meeting in the bridge, along with Ian 
and several selected individuals from each side. However, no one else 
was allowed to participate, as the room had been completely sealed 
and the communicat ions were shut off. 

The bridge was quite small for such a large ship, contrasted to the 
spacious command centers of the Sangheili. However, it had dozens 
upon dozens of panels, proving it was in fact the control room of the 
vessel. The meeting crowded around the central table, which was made 
up of a glowing screen with holograms suspended above it. Right now 
images of the said fleet floated in the air. 

While Glacier stared in thought, Lasky hesitated before daring to 
say, "You know, this isn't the first rogue Covenanta€"if that what 
this is at alla€"that has come up. My commander, Sarah Palmer, even 
assassinated one of their leaders. It's possible they might fall 
apart like the other ones." 

"That is a risk we cannot take, " Glacier calmly argued. "Especially 
if Jul 'Mdama is believed to be leading them." 

"Is he really that dangerous?" 

"Yes." Lasky went silent then, any doubt he was having gone. 
Meanwhile, the experienced Elite paused for a moment before 
continuing on. "Is there any chance he may be searching for the other 
Halos ? " 

"Unknown. However, we have research bases up-and-running on 
Installations 05 and 03. _Infinity _was tasked with finding the 
others until UNSC flagged this mystery fleet as a priority." 

The conversation was interrupted by a flash on the control panel. A 
yellow light appeared, and quickly took shape into a miniature 
avatar. Ian detected it was an AI, similar to Cortana. This AI took 
shape as a WWII bomber pilot, with flex jacket and everything. Even 
though he was just a hologram, Ian could see the mischievous demeanor 
in his expressions. 


"Something else you may want to bring up. Captain?" the AI 



advised . 


"I was just getting to that, Roland," Lasky assured. The captain 
pressed a couple more buttons on the panel. 

Immediately the image of the Covenant fleet was replaced by another. 
In its place was a circular hologram, slowly rotating with 
hieroglyphs surrounding it. Ian immediately recognized them as 
Forerunner glyphs, and he felt a dull headache as the backs of his 
mind attempted to translate it, but he quickly suppressed it. It was 
side-effects of his last encounter with Forerunner technology. 

"Our research teams uncovered this sensor data, " Captain Lasky 
identified. "We were able to translate some of it, including 
something talking about 'Requiem.' And our scientists were able to 
pull some coordinates from it." 

"Where does it lead?" Glacier asked. 

"Here . " 

Lasky tapped a couple more buttons, flashing translated coordinates 
to Glacier's side of the table, where only he could see. The 
Sangheili glanced at it before a deep growl emanated from his chest. 
Before anyone could ask what was wrong, the commander growled, "The 
last sighting of Jul 'Mdama was not too far from this 
location . " 

Immediately multiple eyebrows rose. Lasky exchanged an uncertain look 
with Roland. After a moment of silence, the captain ordered, "Roland, 
you know what to do." 

"Aye aye. Captain," Roland responded whole-heartedly. "Prepping 
_Infinity _to go explore the Great Unknown." 
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><pXstrong>Yeah with this chapter I realized this story also has 
spoilers for the books, specifically Glasslands and Thursday War. So 
I'll add those to the spoiler warning as well. But I'm trying to keep 
it vague for you guys . <strong> 

**Which leads me to my next point: I know not everyone is familiar 
Jul 'Mdama's background (it actually clears up a lot of stuff); I 
just happen to know it. So I plan to dedicate a chapter later on to 
describe his backstory, as I want to wrap everything up, unlike most 
of my stories. But it might take a while, so be patient. And his 
backstory itself is a spoiler, so I'll put up a warning when it 
comes . * * 


7 . Chapter 7 

**Hey, everybody! Sorry for late update on this one! I got distracted 
with summer events and to be completely honest, I had a little 
hesitation how to play out this chapter. However this is what I 
decided on, so tell me what you think! Hope you enjoy!** 
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><p>John slumbered soundly in his dark prison. As a Spartan, he 
didn't need as much sleep as the average human and after "sleeping" 
for two years, it could be said he was pretty well rested. However, 
he was still a soldier, so he had the ability to sleep on demand. And 
since his bland prison offered no entertainment, he saw nothing 
better to do. As long he didn't wake up to an eight foot 
Elitea€ 1 <p> 

Suddenly the Spartan's world rumbled. Even though it was subtle, it 
still stirred him into slowly opening his eyes. His eyelids were 
heavy and his mind was fogged with sleep, but it quickly disappeared, 
especially when he felt the vibration again. This time John swore it 
was accompanied by a distant _clap_, like one of thunder or a thick 
wood breaking. 

"You hear that?" Cortana asked. 

"Yeah," John replied, climbing to his feet. 

"Now can I hack the Covenant?" 

"Do it." 

Cortana went silent, leaving the Chief waiting patiently. In the 
event that the Covenant didn't fully realize her existence, they 
decided to have her hidden as long as possible. That included that 
the advanced AI wouldn't enter the alien's network until the right 
opportunity. Right now didn't seem like a bad time. 

After several moments of Cortana fishing through the systems, she 
rung in Chief's ear, "Yeah, you might want to work on getting out 
now . " 

Naturally the seasoned warrior felt concerned. "What's going 
on?" 

"You'll see. Get a move on, soldier." 

John was confused to hear no panic in the AI ' s voice, in fact almost 
the complete opposite. Almost like she was overjoyed and 
_relieved ._ 

However, he knew he had to focus on at the task at hand. He looked 
around the room for the millionth time, his sharp eyesight scanning 
carefully for anything. The only problem was that if there was a way 
out, he most likely would've found it by now, and wouldn't had 
hesitate to use it. 

The blue shield from before had gone, and when John observed the 
space where the door had been, he couldn't find any way to access it. 
The one thing he observed during his entire time that the room was 
designed to let those in, but not out. It was the perfect prison 
cell. And John had no doubt the Covenant built it just for him. But 
giving up was not in the Spartan's DNA, and if there was one thing he 
was good at was making the impossible possible. 

With that thought in mind, John's eyes fell on the still-damaged 
wall. His captors showed no interest in repairing it, keeping it the 
exactly how it was since the Spartan destroyed it. The crumpled 
purple sheet of metal barely clung on now, with the wiring of the 



ship's interior underneath it was exposed. Immediately an idea lit up 
in John's head, and he mentally slapped himself for not thinking of 
it earlier. 

He crossed to the disfiguration and with no difficultly at all, 
grasped the edges of the plating and easily peeled it off the wall. 
The metal was replaced by a wall of wires in all shapes and sizes: 
from tiny and thin strings to jagged large tubes. Most of them were 
in dark shades of color, ranging from blue to black to 
purple . 

Observing them made John realized something. He was terrible at 
telemetry, never mind alien hardware. And with the sheer amount of 
wires before him, it would be impossible to determine which one would 
be the most useful to him. The Chief just stared at the wires in 
silence while Cortana analyzed them in her own way. 

"Hmm, now let's see," she hummed. "If wea€"" 

She was interrupted as suddenly the Master Chief grasped a large 
handful of wiring. With no hesitation, he ripped them out, causing 
sparks and torn pieces to go everywhere. Before Cortana could stop 
him, the Spartan repeated the process, yanking a handful out one hand 
at a time in rapid succession. It almost looked like he was literally 
trying to dig through the wall. 

"CHIEF!" Cortana gasped. "What are you doing?" 

Her companion completely ignored her as he continued, ignoring the 
changes in environment as well. The already dim lighting was 
flickering madly and slots within the walls were letting out showers 
of sparks. John finally stopped when suddenly a high-pitched, 
ghost-like sound filled the air, red lights flashing in a pattern. He 
looked over his shoulder to the door from before finally slide open, 
though it was slow and shaking, its power source most likely 
damaged . 

"I think you tripped an emergency alarm," his partner commented, but 
there was still a trace of shock and annoyance. 

"Good, it worked, " he praised himself, getting up from his position 
and making his way out. He swore Cortana scoffed and imaged her 
rolling her eyes. 

He stepped out of the black doorway to find himself in a spacious 
hallway. All the metal was still in the alien's favorite color of 
purple and white fluorescent lights illuminated the dimness. John was 
at one end of the hallway, staring all the way down the corridor 
until seeing the opposite end. But to his surprise, there wasn't a 
single Covie, not even a wandering Grunt. 

_There ' s supposed to be guards here, _John thought. _Where are 
they ?_ 

He suspected Cortana knew what was going on, but the AI remained 
silent. But she didn't seem as tense as he was, so there was 
something that relaxed her to the point of keeping things from him. 
But the soldier decided not to question her as he jogged down the 
hallway, eager to leave his captors' clutches. 



_I need to get a weapon, _he observed. 

Thankfully his prayer was answered. It was only a couple hallways 
away, he ran into a pair of Elites. The already fanatical aliens 
looked nervous as they darted their heads back and forth and 
desperately gripping their storm rifles. However they were not 
expecting to be running into the escaped Spartan and were not 
prepared to face him. They barely had to time to lift their weapons 
before the Chief dispatched them, breaking the neck of one and 
dealing a fatal blow to the other. John relieved them of their 
weapons and grenades before continuing on. 

He continued down the maze-like corridors, seeing no more signs of 
the Covenant. But before he could question it again, the alien world 
rumbled, like it did on the _Forward Unto Dawn_. This time the 
soldier was able to stay on his feet, but he paused for a moment. It 
only took seconds to connect the dots. The ship was being _boarded_. 
Something was attacking the ship. And judging on Cortana's eagerness, 
it could very well be an ally. 

John continued with more vigor, and he only had to walk a few meters 
before he sounds of battle through the walls. He skin prickled as his 
heightened hearing was able to distinguish battle cries, death moans, 
explosions of grenades, and heated plasma flying through the air. But 
he owned confusion once again as he _only _heard plasma. And 
recognizing it now, the voices only belonged to the roars of aliens. 
The Chief wasn't holding out his luck that it was actually humans, 
what else could be attacking them? 

It was the next corner that the Master Chief got his answer. He 
turned onto the next passageway only to come face-to-face to a giant 
golden tower, even taller than him. But what was more distinguishable 
was the piercing, yellow amber eyes of the beast before him. Only one 
creature in the universe had eyes like that. 

"It has been a long time, Spartan," the Arbiter rumbled, his English 
as fluent as his own language. 

"I guess so," John agreed. 

The legendary Elite was wearing different armor from when the human 
last saw him. Instead of a dull silver, the Arbiter's armor was now a 
gleaming gold, the Sangheili's color of power. The plating was 
arranged the same way it was before, the only differences was that a 
long pale cloak wrapped around his shoulders, almost hiding his bare 
left arm. 

John's Spartan instincts identified the beast as the enemy that 
needed to be killed, but his experiences overruled them. The Chief 
and the Arbiter had fought side-by-side as allies, and never once the 
Elite showed any signs of betrayal. The exact opposite, in fact. John 
still remembered how the alien had fought for the defense of his 
human comrades, how he had endangered his life to save the Spartan 
from the Flood alone, and how he never left his flank on Halo. This 
was the one who killed the Prophet of Truth, the bastard who called 
for humanity's extermination, and ended the Covenant. The Chief 
couldn't show hostility to him anymore. But stillaCl 

John had woken up to being attacked by Elites. And it was an Elite 
who reconstructed the Covenant only to capture him. And when the 



Spartan finally escaped only to immediately run into the alien 
warriora€ 1 it seemed too good to be true. 


Like the Arbiter could read his mind, the Elite defended himself, 
"These men are not mine. I have come in search of the traitor that 
leads them." 

"Jul 'Mdama," John filled in. 

The Arbiter only nodded, but the Master Chief continued to question 
him. 

"Where is he?" 

"Gone." He went on before John could speak up. "He fled on his 
flagship. Now we rid of the stragglers." 

Without another word, the commander turned and stalked the way he 
came. The Chief followed him, reluctantly realizing the Arbiter was 
his only ally in this chaos. The alien took no hesitation as he 
strutted ahead in his long stride, making John come to conclusion 
that this part of the ship was clear. He could even hear the sounds 
on battle fading. But still he clutched to his storm rifle. 

However the Spartan was able to observe his old ally. Even though the 
commander was in a middle of a raid, he walked with authority and 
made a good show that he knew what he was doing. _So he really is the 
leader of the Elites now._ 

The Master Chief was pulled from his thoughts as suddenly the Arbiter 
halted and even brought a hand up. John copied his movements and went 
still. He listened intently to hear the quiet garble of Elites. The 
human readied his rifle as Thel 'Vadam reached for a skinny handle on 
his belt and flicked his energy sword on. 

Moving as one, the duo rounded the corner, coming face-to-face with 
their targets. They came to a halt in confrontation, but still 
startled the pair of Elites as they started before scrambling for 
their weapons. They backed away in several feet before aiming their 
weapons back at the two, while the warriors pointed their weapons 
back at them. Eor a moment John felt like he was in one of those 
old-western cowboy stand-offs. Then he was surprised when the Arbiter 
spoke up. 

Instead of English like the Chief was used to, the alien started 
roaring in his native tongue. He spoke non-stop to the Covenant 
soldiers, the volume of his voice fluctuating. The other Elites only 
glanced between each other and their supposed leader. John quickly 
caught on that the Arbiter was trying to negotiate with them. The 
soldier supposed he couldn't blame him. After years of fighting 
aliens, he couldn't imagine killing his own kind, either. However, he 
noticed the enemy pair was becoming more agitated than 
convinced . 

Einally one roared out a volley of insults, his partner following 
with a battle cry. The smaller one pulled out a needier and aimed for 
the Arbiter's head. He could only fire a couple crystals before the 
Chief shot his new weapon, killing the beast with a couple of shots. 
The other larger one ripped out an energy sword and charged. John 
couldn't tell who he was aiming for, but it didn't matter as Thel 



lunged forward to meet his opponent. 


In a move born from years of experience, the Arbiter latched his arm 
around his opponent's, forcing the Elite's sword away. Before the 
victim could retaliate, 'Vadam drove his sword into the creature's 
abdomen, two white spikes projecting from his back. The lesser Elite 
only gagged before giving a single twitch. Then the Sangheili was 
completely still. 

John lowered his weapon and was silent as Thel 'Vadam deactivated his 
sword, having the corpse collapse to the floor. The Arbiter simply 
stared at the bodies, oddly silent and unmoving, and appeared to be 
more solemn than usual. The Master Chief almost wondered if the alien 
was mourning, but the Arbiter spoke up in a deeper tone, "Come, let 
us rid of the rest." 
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><pXstrong>The Arbiter's armor is based his new outfit in 
<strong>* *_Halo : Escalation. liked it and thought it was 

fitting for his new role, so I decided to include it. I didn't add it 
before because * * * *_Escalat ion _****wasn't out when I wrote the 
chapter before.** 


8 . Chapter 8 

Captain Lasky stared out the window of _Infinity_'s bridge, watching 
the white plane as thousands of stars raced by. He used to think that 
slipspace was unnerving, but now he was quite used to it, especially 
since the effects of cryosleep were even more unnerving. Even now he 
felt the burning itch of his allergic condition underneath his 
sleeve. But he still enjoyed being captaina€"not only did it mean 
less time in the cryotubes, but it meant he could be more himself 
around his men. 

_You would be proud, Cyler, _the man told to his deceased 
friend . 

Lasky was pulled out of his thoughts as his stomach churned and the 
white streaks faded into a black canvas. Or almost black canvas. 

The captain widened his eyes to see a gigantic structure before the 
ship. It was almost completely darkened against the endless night, 
only the halo-effect of light around it revealed its existence. Lasky 
almost thought it was a moon, but could tell that the surface was 
completely smooth in contrast to the crater-littered appearance of 
most moons. He was especially confused to see twinkling lights on its 
surface, like they were stars even though he knew they weren't. It 
was then the captain realized it was _metal_. And it wasn't a moon. 

It was an _entire planet_. 

"It's a metal planet," Lasky whispered under his breath in awe. 

"So _that_ is Requiem," a cold voice spoke up. 

Captain Lasky looked over his shoulder to see Virl 'Sadum, or who he 
heard Ian call Glacier, stalk towards him and settle by his side. The 
commander took a minute to observe the anomaly as well. 



"So this is what 'Mdama has been looking for," the alien 
mused . 

Lasky nodded. "Good news is that we found it first, at 
least . " 

"There's no good news knowing the Covenant are coming. We must 
prepare. We can't let them gain access to it." 

Instead of agreeing, the human captain raised his eyebrows as he 
finally caught on to the alien's speech pattern. "Wow, never heard an 
Elite conjugate before. Your English _is _pretty good." 

Glacier glanced at him. "I've had a lot of practice, " he simply 
stated, though showing off his skill once again. 

The two leaders went silent for several minutes then, lost in their 
own thoughts and considering the next course of action. Lasky was 
surprised when the silence was interrupted when it was his guest that 
picked up the conversation. 

"Before we continue any further, there is something I wish to 
discuss, " Glacier announced. 

"What is it?" 

"'Mdama attacked Ian on Sanghelios, in an attempt to capture him for 
his power. He may very well do so again. We must make it a priority 
that he does not fall into enemy hands." 

Lasky wisely nodded along in agreement. "I have every intention to. 
He's a human; and we look after our own." 

"Which brings me to my next request." 

Glacier suddenly turned towards the human, to which Lasky 
instinctively looked over. However he immediately regretted looking 
into those ice-cold eyes. The man was automatically frozen to the 
bone and his soul was chilled. However he used pure willpower not to 
make it obvious and stared at the alien calmly. 

"It is true that Ian left the humans," Glacier began, "but not for 
reasons that you think. He came to us of his own free will. If I find 
any foul play and the UNSC manipulating hima€ 1 " 

Lasky immediately caught on, even though he didn't realize that Ian's 
observations were coming true. The Sangheili saw the human as one of 
their own, and weren't going to allow him to be treated differently 
or taken advantage of. But the captain saw where they were coming 
from. Ian Paden was a human with the power to control technology. 

What would stop the UNSC from taking him for themselves? 

Lasky thought quickly, but chose his words carefully. One wrong move 
could completely jeopardize the missiona€"or worse. 

"I am aware and I fully respect that," he assured. "Ian Paden is 
classified as a civilian and has nothing to do with the UNSC. But we 
want to protect him from harm, too." 

"Another mistake, " Glacier growled. "You underestimate him. It was 



why you lost him before. Ian is independent and strong. We Sangheili 
have made sure of that." 

Captain Lasky nodded. "I have no doubt about that." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ian thought <em>Infinity <em>was impressive just from the 
outside; but within its hull was incredible. He swore it seemed far 
bigger than he first thought, and being on a handful of CAS-class 
assault cruisers and even on High Charity, he was no stranger to 
large vessels. But there were truly no words to describe its size, 
nor all the gadgets it held. The young boy was amazed to see how 
human technology had advanced in just a few years. 

He had been allowed to wander around the ship, and he was easily 
finding ways to keep himself entertained. No one seemed to mind; most 
seeming not to notice him at all. Ian was actually alright with that. 
He was surprised despite such a large ship, hallways were always 
crowded with people, no matter where he was. And it always consisted 
of a group of soldiers next to a band of scientists. 

But the young teenager let them be as he continued on his travels. He 
actually wasn't getting as lost as he thought he would get; much 
unlike his first time aboard a UNSC ship. He was on his way to the 
mess hall, his stomach rumbling with hunger. Instead of longing for 
the Sangheili gourmet he somehow gotten used to, he craved the greasy 
food of the humans. And since he found out _Infinity _had mess halls 
on every deck and there was usually more than one, even having break 
rooms in between, finding his destination was not difficult. 

He stepped into the wide room, greeted with long rows of tables and 
mild aroma of grease and spices. Soldiers lounged across the 
cafeteria, mostly crowded with their squadrons on benches. Almost all 
of them didn't wear any gear, something else Ian noticed about 
_Infinity. _Very few were actually in combat gear, and what they did 
wear was minimal; contrast to other ships where being out of armor 
was almost taboo. 

He went over to the buffet to the side, looking something edible. The 
teenager was surprised to find drumsticks: tiny chicken legs laced 
with delectable spices. That was certainly new. Most military meals 
contained of slop that was barely edible or old rations. But he 
didn't question it, quickly remembering the meat was his favorite 
when he was a kid. So without hesitation, he got a large plate of 
only drumsticks and completely ignored the rest of the food 
selection . 

He found an isolate spot in the corner of the mess hall and took his 
seat. He was just about to take a first bite until a voice stopped 
him. 

"Well, well, what's a kid doing here?" 

Ian looked over his shoulder to see two marines standing over him. 

One wore wiry glasses with short blonde hair while his companion was 
tanner and more built, almost looking Turkish. Ian judged him as the 
speaker. Even though the words usually would be hostile, Ian saw 
curiosity in his eyes more than anything. 



The boy grinned and decided to humor him. 


"Getting food. You?" 


The Turkish man grinned as well and his partner gave a chuckle. "Just 

about to get some of those myself. Is there still some 

left?" 

"Plenty . " 

The broad man nodded in approval and walked away, leaving his 
companion to entertain Ian. The teenager saw other marines looking 
towards his direction, their interests peaking. He ignored them as 
the blonde leaned one hand on the table. 

"So what were you doing with the Sangheili?" he asked. 

There it was. Ian was wondering how soon before someone asked. The 
boy quickly recalled Glacier's instructions that it was imperative he 
didn't say anything about his situation. He continued his 
humoring . 

"What, you don't hang out with them?" Ian chuckled. "It's actually a 
lot of fun . " 

The soldier made a face, whether it was amusement or disappointment, 
the boy couldn't tell. Instead a loud clang came from the other side 
of the table. Ian glanced over to see the Turkish soldier had 
returned, with a plate of chicken as large as his. 

"Now there's definitely not any left," he grumbled humorously. The 
man heard his comment and laughed, allowing Ian to let out his 
curiosity. "Since when did the UNSC start serving actual 
food? " 

"About after the war, " the blonde explained. "With not spending so 
much money on war efforts and recovering from bankruptcy, the UNSC 
was able to invest better standard of living for all of us." 

The Turk pounded his belly. "Which means better the food." He then 
eyed Ian's plate and compared the two dishes. "You think you can eat 
all that, little boy?" 

"Please, all I've been eating for the last three years is alien food. 
I can eat these all day." 

"Oh, yeah? A bet then: let's see who can eat more." 

Ian grinned at the challenge. A good old-fashioned food-eating 
contest. He vaguely remembered playing that game with his friends a 
long time ago. The only challenges on Sanghelios were of battle or 
occasional puzzles. 

The boy nodded his acceptance. "You're on." 

"Rickey, get us another plate, will ya?" the soldier ordered, his 
accent filling his words. His blonde companion nodded and patted the 
table before moving away. 

Now almost the entire cafeteria was interested. Soldiers abandoned 
their meal to observe the duo, creating a crowd of onlookers 
surrounding them. The match-up was the most intriguing. A mysterious 



guest that was a small, skinny teenager against a seasoned, built 
marine almost twice his size. The blonde soldier, Rickey, placed 
seconds for both of them before mingling with the audience. With a 
spoken agreement, they began. 

One thing Ian caught on about food contests is that it was a matter 
how much was consumed, not speed. Inhaling the food only to stuff 
your stomach usually led to an unfortunate experience. But ate too 
slow, then the more the meal settled and the fuller the person 
became. So he measured himself at a comfortable pace, unlike his 
opponent who he didn't even see eat. The bulky man would bring a 
meaty leg to his face only to be replaced by a bone a second later. 
Ian made a mental note to stay clear of him when this was over. 

The chicken was actually pretty good; probably not the greatest but 
at consumable standards, like how an average restaurant or hotel 
would serve it. It probably tasted even better to him since it was 
something "new." So he ate eagerly, half-listening to the clamor 
around him. The second the contest began, the audience around him 
began whooping and yelling, encouraging whoever had their support. He 
was mildly surprised he even heard his name multiple times, but he 
guessed word on a ship spread fast, even on _Infinity_. He was able 
to hear the name of his competitor was Adem Solak. 

Ian didn't know how much time had passed, but he guessed maybe ten to 
twenty minutes and almost two plates. They were just finishing up the 
last few piecesa€"Ian actually biting into his last onea€"when Solak 
suddenly fell backward, holding his stomach in discomfort. 

"No morea€ 1 " he groaned. 

Ian grinned. "You say you forfeit?" 

The old soldier nodded. "I give in." 

Ian's grin widened and the cafeteria exploded: yells and whistles 
were replaced by screams and pounding of feet as soldiers got caught 
up in their excitement, some throwing their hands in the air and even 
jumping. A few soldiers clapped in congratulations while others paid 
their bets. Multiple hands slapped Ian's shoulders at a time and 
other parts of his body. The young teenager only smiled timidly, but 
was proud of his accomplishment . But even with all the noise he still 
heard a throaty call. 

"Ian. " 

The announcer somewhat struggled with the strange pronunciation of 
vowels, but Ian could easily recognize it, used to the accent . He 
looked over his shoulder to see a Sangheili minor standing in the 
doorway, his frame almost completely blocking it. 

"Shipmaster 'Sadum requests for you in the bridge," the messenger 
reported . 

Ian nodded. "I'll be right there." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Ian stepped into <em>Inf inity<em> ' s bridge, officially stuffed 
but didn't make it show. He was greeted by technicians running in 



multiple directions and furious tapping filling the air. The boy 
blinked at the commotion, recalling it was quiet before. However he 
spotted Captain Lasky and Glacier standing side-by-side by the 
window, unmoving. He cocked an eyebrow and wondered what had captured 
their curiosity, since their forms blocked out the view of what they 
were staring at. But Ian only had to take a few more steps to 
see . 

Taking up the entire space in front of the ship was the huge black 
silhouette of a planet. Its shadow was only broken by twinkling of 
small lights. At first Ian was almost fooled that they were stars but 
quickly realized it they were coming from the _surface_. At first he 
was confused, but then he noticed the metallic presence of the 
celestial body. 

Requiem. 

Ian swayed. The proclamation sounded like his own thought, but at the 
same time it didn't. It was like someone else had identified it for 
him. He tried to push it away and continue toward the commanders, but 
when he focused on it again, he swayed more heavily. Suddenly he 
literally froze, all his joints locking in place. It was then a 
strange weight fell in Ian's stomach. A sensation the boy knew. 

Dread . 

The dread twisted his stomach and had anxiety course through his 
veins in waves. Ian remembered when he first saw Halo; his ability 
allowed him to sense its power and how it intimidated him. He felt it 
was happening again, but now it was worse. Requiem was not Halo. No, 
its secrets were darker, its power greatera€ 1 and it did not like 
their presence. 

"Ian. " 

Suddenly a large hand fell onto Ian's shoulder. Thankfully it 
steadied him and snapped him of his spell, but he was now shaking and 
his knees felt weak. The boy looked up to see Glacier had somehow 
materialized next to him, the Supreme Commander looking down at him 
with concern. 

"What ' s wrong? " 

It was then dread thickened. Ian forced himself to speak. 

"Requiem," he panted. "There's something not right." 

It was then the dread evolved into evil. Evil coming 
Requiem . 

Glacier's eyes widened, but before he could speak, a yellow flash 
appeared on the holopanel. 

"Slipspace rupture detected!" Rolland reported. 

Almost everyone in the bridge looked over to the window just to see a 
flash of a ship slipping from a portal. The flash condensed into 
sleek curves and a pale purple, but not any lesser than the size of 
_Infinity_. An assault carrier. 


Glacier's eyes widened even more and his jaws went agape. "That's the 



_Song of Retribution_! That's Jul 'Mdama!" 
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><pXstrong>Last very long filler chapter, I promise. This chapter 
was mostly used to reflect Ian's relationship with the Sangheili and 
his return to the humans. And also for the "calm before the storm" 
sort of thing . <strong> 

**Yeah, you guessed it, next chapter: Battle of Requiem! Finally what 
you guys been wishing for, the rest of the story will be more 
act ion-packed (or at least a little tenser) . Yeah, first part of this 
story was mostly set-up, sorry, I didn't expect it to take so 
long. ** 


9. Chapter 9 

**I like to start with * * * *_profusely_* * * * apologizing with this late 
update. Another year of school has started for me which has demanded 
almost all of my attention. Furthermore, my inspiration and mood to 
write has been at an all-time zero. However, realizing I was being 
selfish and I still have a couple more already written chapters left, 
I decided to get back to work. And I'll try my best to get back into 
writing and attempt to keep up an update schedule.** 

**And with that, I'm sure you're all excited for that chapters will 
be slightly longer from now on. More stuff is going on and I don't 
want to split it up. Also this chapter is more mature, so the queasy 
have been warned.** 
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><p>Lorak 'Valu lumbered through the wide halls of the <em>Song of 
Retribution<em>, multiple emotions welling in his chest at he 
remembered the current events he had gone through. Everything was 
quiet and going well when suddenly the Arbiter's fleet attacked, 
scattering their already small fleet. Naturally the Covenant group 
counterattacked, able to destroy some ships themselves, even an 
assault carrier. However the Arbiter was stronger, forcing multiple 
ships to flee and others to be destroyed. Jul 'Mdama eventually gave 
to order to retreat and rendezvous at the "location" before leaving 
himself . 

'Valu was concerned over the fate of his many brothers, but in the 
end he assured himself. The Arbiter and those who followed him were 
weak. They were faithless and disloyal to the gods; blasphemers and 
sinners who must be destroyed. And the humans they dishonorably 
succumbed to would be next. 

For the Covenant has returned, and they grow stronger every day. 

Their faith would forever be unwavering as they vowed to finish what 
their gods had started. And with Jul 'Mdama at their head, they will 
soon become invincible. Especially now that they have found the 
Stronghold of the Gods. 'Mdama had vowed it would be here that they 
would find what they need to exterminate the humans once and for all. 
Just the very though filled Lorak with excitement and 
anticipation . 

'Valu's patriotic train of thought was broken when heard a noise 



behind him. He instinctively whirled around, reaching for his weapon. 
He faltered when he saw nothing there; just an empty hallway. At 
first he was confused, until he happened to look down to see a white 
square. The Sangheili warrior tilted his head in confusion and 
curiosity before bending down and gingerly taking it in his claws. He 
was further confused when he found the square was super-thin, thinner 
than a sheet of metal. Observing it, he turned it to find black 
scribbles written on its side. He recognized it as Sangheili. Very 
rough Sangheili. 

Narrowing his eyes, he was able to make out, _"Knock, knock, 
motherf ua€" 

Lorak couldn't finish as suddenly a powerful force engulfed him, 
completely drowning his senses. He was able to let out a startled 
roar, unknowing that it was immediately drowned in the noise. The 
impact was strong enough to send him into the opposite wall, 
silencing him. 

Now occupying the corridor was a large smoke cloud resulted from the 
explosion, obscuring the entrance of a particular group of visitors. 
As the dust began to settle, a heavy metallic boot slammed onto the 
ground. Following the boot was a full-body armor of a light gray 
color, giving the owner a robot-like appearance. Especially with the 
mouth-less helmet with a razor-thin visor. But those who knew the 
giant knew well it was a humana€"and that human was a tall female 
with shiny red hair tied in a pony-tail and piercing black 
eyes . 

Commander Sarah Palmer cautiously entered the corridor and scanned 
the area, clutching her duel pistols in her hands. When she 
determined the coast was clear, she called out, "Alright, let's move 
out . " 

Immediately a squadron of marines crawled out of the shadows behind 
her, all in full combat gear. As one, the group of human infiltrators 
moved away and jogged down the hallway. Seeing no immediate hostiles. 
Palmer took the time to contact Captain Lasky through the corn-system 
in her helmet. 

"Infiltration a success, " she reported. "Moving now to next 
checkpoint . " 

"Alright, keep us posted, " Lasky replied. The captain glanced up from 
the holopanel to the bridge's window as Palmer continued the 
conversation . 

"How's it going out there?" 

"Fair enough." 

From his post Lasky observed fighter-jets from both sides racing by. 
Broadswords and longswords clashed against banshees and seraphs in a 
zero-G dog fight, lighting up the dark space in flashes of plasma and 
bullets. _Infinity _itself assisted in the action, staying on the 
edge of the battlefield with minor turrets on, targeting unlucky 
hostiles or anyone who got too close. Lasky spied the _Song of 
Retribution_ doing the same, but the enemy flagship turned slowly to 
reposition itself to face off against the human flagship. He made a 
note to keep an eye on it and time an attack right. Captain Lasky 



glanced to his right to see the _Eternal Night _further away, its own 
fighters picking off any stragglers and patiently waiting to offer 
more assistance. Lasky had ordered the human fighters to tag the 
allied Elites as friendly, but avoid any confusion or incidents the 
aliens were hovering to the side. 

Suddenly Roland sounded and off the bow of the _Eternal Night 
_appeared several flashes of light. Lasky narrowed his eyes to 
recognize several dark-purple cruisers, destroyer-class. 'Mdama's 
reinforcements. Right on cue, more explosions of plasma erupted by 
the Elites' quiet side of the battlefield. The captain tempted to 
contact the assault cruiser on its status, but thought better of it, 
knowing the Elites could hold out on their own. Suddenly another 
transmission interrupted his train of thought. 

"Captain Lasky, requesting to deploy Strident-class frigates, " a male 
voice requested over the radio. 

The commander knew immediately who it was, and what he was talking 
about. He leaned on the holopanel, expression stern as he focused on 
the battle and the decisions he was expected to make. He didn't 
hesitate . 

"Lieutenant, the word is given, " he replied. 

"Heavy frigates are a go." 

As the words were spoken, half-a-dozen Strident-class heavy frigates 
were released from their mechanical latches and fell from 
_Infinity_'s underbelly. The moment they entered the vacuum of space 
they immediately righted themselves and entered the fray. All their 
turrets fired a hailstorm of bullets that mowed down enemy fighters 
and assaulted nearby cruisers, which had been released by the _Song 
of Retribut ion_. 

Captain Lasky glanced at the flagship, which as almost the size of 
_Infinity _and much more ominous. They had used the battle as a 
diversion to allow infiltration teams to enter the ship, and so far 
everything was going perfectly. But he knew nothing ever goes as 
planned, but for now there was nothing he could do but pray. 

"It's all up to you, Sarah," the man murmured to his 
friend . 

Commander Palmer ran at the head of the group, constantly scanning 
for ambushes or possible threats. She paced herself to stay by her 
comrades, even though she knew she could easily sprint twice as fast 
without a sweat. But so far their search gave them something that 
made her gut wrench: nothing. 

Not even a single damned Covie. 

"Where the hell is everyone?" she demanded. "Someone should've heard 
the explosion." 

"Must be preoccupied with the battle outside, " a marine 
guessed . 

"Covies are never preoccupied. Stay on your toes, people." 



She got a small chorus of affirmatives as they continued on. Finally 
their uneventful journey led them to a door with a glowing panel in 
the center. Palmer slowed her pace to stalk and lifted a hand for her 
subordinates to do the same. They immediately did so and tightened 
their grip on their weapons. The armored commander moved a couple 
paces ahead at agonizing rate until finally the door's sensors 
registered her and opened. The blue panel spun before the door spilt 
into thirds and disappeared in the walls. 

Commander Palmer peered through the threshold to see a wide open 
space of a hanger. And it was just as barren as the hallways. But the 
commander's stomach was twisting painfully and giving her bad vibes. 
Even though, she signaled for the group to move forward. 

They found themselves in the cold air of the empty hanger, fully 
alert and eyes peeled. A couple of the marines had the smart idea to 
look up with the barrel of their guns, scanning an open second floor 
above them. No one saw a trace of movement. 

Palmer was about to give the order to move on until suddenly the open 
door slid shut with a ring. The woman immediately noticed the panel 
was now a bright red, which only meant one thing. 

"Did that door justaC"" The marine never finished his sentence as he 
was suddenly interrupted by an almighty roar. 

The group immediately snapped their heads up to see now a ring of 
aliens on the rim of the second floor, ranging from Grunts all the 
way up to Elites with even a Zealot hovering. They all looked down at 
their prey with bloodlust and glee, desperately clutching weapons of 
their own. 

"Oh, shitaC"" Sarah cussed, only to be immediately drowned by roars 
of aliens and the firing of weapons, plasma literally raining down on 
them . 

The human warriors leaped to the nearest cover, only for Palmer to 
notice with horror that it was minimal. She ducked behind a large 
container, but plasma still spilled over its edges, threatening to 
touch her. She spied the marines had huddled up behind another 
container near her, but noticed in just the first second of battle 
two had already fallen. 

In hopes of redemption. Palmer tried to glance around the container, 
only to be greeted by green plasma to the head. She cussed again and 
returned to her former position. If it wasn't for her helmet she 
would be dead. A cry next to her announced a marine had gotten hit or 
was dead. 

Quickly realizing they were outnumbered and outmatched. Palmer opened 
all the corns channels in her helmet, not caring if the Covenant heard 
or not. Clutching her weapon, she yelled, "This Spartan Commander 
Sarah Palmer! We have been ambushed and are under heavy fire!" Her 
report was cut off another bolt of plasma made it past her barrier 
and grazed her armor. She winced and screamed, "We need some help 
over here ! " 
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><p>On the other side of the <em>Song of Retribution<em>, Virl 'Sadum 



glanced up at Commander Palmer's call within the corn-system of his 
helmet. He growled, a team of Elites following his example. 


It seems our allies need some assistance, the commander 

observed. He glanced at his brothers. _"Let's go . 

The lesser Sangheili nodded and grunted in acknowledgement and moved 
as one down the dark hallway. They were much more attentive than 
their human counterparts, able to hear every hiss and crack of 
electricity within the walls. However their side of the ship was just 
as empty. But knowing it wasn't quite the case and hearing Palmer's 
warning, they moved with caution until they came to a lone 
door . 

This one was lifeless to their approach and its central panel glowed 
red. A minor volunteered to approach it and recalled the couple of 
tricks to open a locked door from his war days. However the portal 
refused to react and remained unmoving. 

The Sangheili glanced at his superior. _"It's locked. 

Glacier observed the attempt with his arms folded and quite 
understood the obvious. He thought for a moment before looking over 
his shoulder and calling, "Ian." 

He dragged out the syllables to make it almost sound like "eon, " but 
the young teenager materialized from behind the group and dashed 
towards the door. 

"On it, " the boy reported. 

The minor shifted to the side and Ian cautiously neared, placing a 
hand on the cold metal. He sighed and closed his eyes in 
concentrat ion . In a mere matter of seconds, the door let out a ring 
as the panel spun blue. Ian grinned in accomplishment and stepped 
through before the portal fully openeda€ 1 only to walk into two 
hulking structures. 

Ian let out a screaming yelp as he leaped away from the bristling 
pair of Hunters. However he barely moved when suddenly a large hand 
slammed into his shoulder and forced him to the ground. With a 
wheeze, the boy looked up see Glacier had pushed him and with 
unnatural agility, the Sangheili scaled the size on the Hunter on the 
right and scrambled behind it. 

Before the beast realized what had happened. Glacier flicked on a 
glowing energy sword and drove into the monster's back. The Hunter 
let out a throaty roar of agony and doubled over, only for its 
brethren to avenge it. The other Mgalekgolo swung its heavy shield at 
the Sangheili, slamming the rim into the commander's chest. The alien 
literally went flying, disappearing into the room beyond. 

The other Sangheili let out bellows of rage and swarmed the massive 
creature, but the Hunter was already charging its cannon. Ian 
immediately noticed and lashed an arm out, fingers curled. The cannon 
glowed brighter and brighter each second with a growing roar, but Ian 
already felt a certain set of instincts expanded towards it. Just as 
he noticed green electricity around the glowing arm, the boy harshly 
balled his hand into a fist. 



Immediately the cannon exploded, but instead of releasing green 
plasma onto the Elites, the entire arm obliterated in a ball of 
smoke, plasma, and orange goo. Blood sprayed from the flailing stump 
as the Mgalekgolo let out a high-pitched, deep scream of pure agony, 
far louder than its comrade's. A Sangheili decided to end its misery 
by swiping an energy sword towards its neck, beheading it instantly 
in another geyser of blood. Somehow the other Hunter was still alive, 
desperately trying to get to its feet. It was interrupted when a 
minor fired a plasma rifle at its head, killing it in another 
mess . 

Just like that, it was over. The quarrel only lasted not even a 
minute, but now almost every individual was covered in orange 
substance that was the Hunters' blood. The group panted heavily to 
catch their breath, including Ian who shakily got to his feet. Then 
he remembered what had started the entire battle. 

"Glacier!" he screamed as he scrambled over the giant corpses and 
into the room they blocked. 

It was wide, filled with ramps with barriers and even a second story 
above. Ian noticed other doors glowing in the dimness but he ignored 
them as he noticed a white figure. 

Glacier's back was against a barrier and his body sprawled out from 
his fall. A large dent was in his chest plate now, but no signs of 
puncture. As Ian neared the commander, the Sangheili immediately 
stirred; shifting his legs and opening his eyes. Ian sighed in relief 
as Glacier easily climbed to his feet and stood like nothing ever 
happened . 

"Close one, huh?" Ian smiled at him. 

"Yes," the Sangheili agreed before glancing at him. "Next time: 
_wait_. " 

Ian almost giggled in mischievousness, but suppressed it and nodded 
obediently. The other Sangheili joined them, but before they could 
continue, a crackling laughter filled the air. All heads perked up in 
alert before whirling around towards the source. 

What they saw made their hearts drop. It was like dA©jA vu as a 
small army of Covenant crowded the second floor, this one just as 
hungry as their counterparts. Two Zealot commanders leered down at 
the invaders with hunger and disdain. 

"Ambush!" Ian screamed, but it was unnecessary as the commanders let 
out battle cries and plasma was unleashed. 

Everyone dived behind cover, which was thankfully more plentiful than 
Palmer's group. However, the room was perfectly circular with the 
second floor going all the way around, allowing their assaulters to 
fire at all angles. What made it worse that during the chaos, all the 
doors opened to allow shielded Jackals to file in and preventing easy 
escape . 

The ambushed Sangheili were firing back at the rebels, already 
filling the air with death cries. But the sound of plasma was so much 
louder, telling Ian just how overwhelmed they were. Dread returned to 
his stomach. They knew they were coming. The Covenant had prepared 



and greeted them with the perfect ambush. 


The boy spotted Glacier in the fray as the commander threw his head 
up and opened all four of his jaws wide and let out a roar, aimed to 
the one responsible. 

" JUL ' MDAMA ! " 


10. Chapter 10 

John-117 stood stiffly in the bridge of the _Unyielding Faith_, 
trying to ignore the half-an-army of Elites surrounding him. He 
felt... "weird" standing within the bridge of an assault carrier 
without the intention of blowing it up. He felt too tense to call it 
awkwardness but it felt too foreign to be unnerving. 

But he didn't make his discomfort visible, staying unmoving as he 
observed monitors around him. Most of them were filled with alien 
language that he couldn't understand, but he didn't care as long as 
he was distracted. He was surprised the Elites paid little attention 
to him, probably because they were intentionally avoiding him out of 
fear or too busy with their duties. Once again John didn't 
care . 

Einally John heard a sound behind him, instinctively turning around. 
He was greeted with the Arbiter, who was still adorning his new 
armor, although now his skinned-cape was gone. John was surprised he 
himself started the conversation. 

"Seems you've been busy," the Spartan commented. He really had no 
idea what the Elite had been doing the last two years. So it was a 
surprised to the soldier he would really say something like that. But 
he felt inclined to say _something_, especially if it could 

The Sangheili only snorted before setting next to supersoldier, 
allowing any observer to compare their heights. "A great deal has 
happened on my homeworld. We end the Prophets' madness only to turn 
against each other. I hope to bring an end to that by taking Jul 
' Mdama ' s lif e . " 

John glanced away. Humph, it looks like he _did _miss a lot. And it 
looks like he was headed straight back into war. Obviously the 
soldier didn't mind that much. He _was _a Spartan. The man stared out 
the window of the bridge, watching high-speed plane of slipspace. He 
thought out loud. "Where are we going?" 

"Virl 'Sadum has provided us coordinates to his forces' current 
location. In fact, we have gotten word they have already intercepted 
'Mdama." Suddenly the Arbiter glanced at his companion. "The humans 
should be with them." 

The Chief didn't visibly react to the report, but suddenly he felt a 
strange feeling in his stomach. Excitement? Anxiety? Both were 
foreign to him. He did his best to ignore it and continued the 
conversation with business. 

"Jul mentioned the Covenant was looking for Eorerunner artifacts, " he 
reported . 



Thel 'Vadam stared thoughtfully. "Not surprising, I 
suppose . " 

"a€lAnd that there's technology more powerful than Halo." 

The Arbiter glanced at the Spartan suddenly, like he was panicked or 
it was a disbelieving glare. "What could be more powerful than 
Halo?" 

"You tell me . " 

The two went silent then, the Chief continuing to stare at the alien 
monitors while Thel remained in his thoughts. Finally the silence was 
interrupted when a short alien alarm went off, which John figured was 
alerting that the ship was about to exit slipspace. He was correct as 
suddenly the white plane disappeared and he could feel the ship slow 
to a halt. 

John half-expected to see a dark void take the plane's place, but 
instead he saw multiple objects crowding the space before them 
accompanied by brilliant flashes of light. A battle. A big one, too. 
But before the Chief could inspect the scene anymore, Cortana let out 
a loud gasp. 

"Chief, look at _that_. " 

John was about to ask what she meant, until suddenly he saw it too. 

At first he mistaken it for an assault carrier just by its size 
before his brain said it was a human cruiser. But he was wrong on 
both accounts. It was definitely human, but it was not a ship he ever 
seen before. 

"Is thataC 1 _Infinity_?" Cortana continued, her voice low in 
awe . 

"_Inf inity_? " John echoed. 

"She was just a prototype before we left. She was to be massive and 
the first of her kind. I never expected the project to be completed 
so quickly . " 

The AT went silent in admiration and monitoring the development, 
allowing the Chief to look back at the starship. 

"_Infinity, _huh?" 
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><p>Ian gritted his teeth as plasma continued to surround him. Even 
though he hadn't been hit, he could the intense heat of nearby bolts 
starting to sear his skin. With another seethe, the boy planted his 
left shoulder onto the ground and held a plasma rifle around the 
corner of the barrier that protected him. He had to use both hands to 
hold the large weapon, but he was able to pull the trigger to release 
a volley of liquid fire onto a stray Jackal before him.<p> 

The blue plasma struck its shield, forcing it to turn crimson. 

Finally a stray bolt struck the Jackal's arm, having it recoil with a 
hiss of agony. The action caused the alien to become fully exposed, 
allowing Ian to finish it with another burst of fire. 



However the human wasn't allow to celebrate his victory as suddenly 
two more Jackals took its place, forcing him to return to his cover. 
The roar of plasma was just as great as when the battle started. 
Whenever a Covenant soldier was taken down, another would happily 
take its place. And the Elites were not as renewable. They had 
already lost two, and a couple more were injured, both extremely 
close to choose suicide rather than loss of pride. 

Ian clenched his jaws in frustration. "This isn't going well!" 

"So I've noticed," Glacier's voice retorted as the commander shot 
from his shelter. 

Ian was able to give a room another scan, reluctantly noticing all 
the doors were now locked. However the boy saw one door was within an 
alcove, providing some cover. 

"If you get me to that door, I can get us out of here," he 
reported . 

Glacier followed his gaze and saw what he was up to. "Very well. 

_Lek, Ra'um, assist him_! " 

At his word, two Sangheili bodyguards appear by Ian's side. Ian 
balanced into a crouch and observed his plan of action. A swarm of 
Jackals still crowded the room and ambushers still fired from above, 
but there was a ring of barriers by the perimeter of the room, all 
the way to the door. Ian attempted Sangheili to assure that his 
allies understood him. 

We approach on the left, he could only make out. However the 

aliens understood his order, making the same observations he did. 
After lending one his plasma rifle, Ian barked an order to move. 

The human kept his head down and danced around flying plasma as his 
teammates fired into the fray, killing a handful at a time. Ian was 
amazed he skidded to the door unscathed, and both of the Sangheili 
alive. One continued to fire at their enemies and the other shielded 
Ian as the boy neared the door. 

Like before, he closed his eyes and extended an alien instinct within 
his mind. Using those instincts, he willed the locked door to open. 
However nothing happened. Ian snapped his eyes open in 
shock . 

"What?" he gasped. 

Suddenly Glacier materialized within the alcove, able to survive the 
assault as well. "What's wrong?" 

"I-It's not working!" 

Ian shut his eyes tight again, trying to drown out the noise of 
battle and his racing thoughts. Was he too stressed? 

"What do you mean?" Glacier interrogated, but Ian was ignoring 
him . 


The boy was deathly still for several moments, leaving a fearful 



tension in the air. Suddenly Ian snapped his eyes open again with an 
audible curse. 


"They locked it with the system!" he gasped. 

"What?" ' Sadum pressed. 

"The door wasn't closed manually, and the controls aren't local. They 
locked it remotely and then hid the mechanism within their network!" 
Glacier was still confused, but Ian was already turning on him. "I'll 
have to hack their firewalls and override their controls." 

"Can you do it?" 

The boy's eyes narrowed. "I'll try. But it'll take a few 
seconds . " 

Glacier didn't see "try" very comforting, but knew it was the best 
the human could offer. He was still learning, which probably why he 
couldn't simply override the controls without effort. How it was 
locked unnerved the commander. The Covenant knew Ian was with them, 
and knew his weaknesses. If he didn't know better. Glacier would 
assume there was a spy. But no, 'Mdama was that ingenious. 

The commander growled as he vowed to slay the traitor personally. 
However another Sangheili, Lek, was still displeased. 

What are you? Magic or a construct?" _he demanded rudely. 

Ian growled as he wasted precious concentrat ion on translating, but 
he replied with one of the first phrases he learned. _"Shut 
up ! 

The pair of Sangheili then waited anxiously as Ian returned to being 
motionless, but occasionally muttering and narrowing his eyes. The 
boy took long enough for the other Sangheili to join them and 
continue the stalemate for several more moments. 

At last, Ian awoke from his stupor with a cough, but still shouted. 
"There ! " 

At his acclamation, the door glowed blue and opened with a ring. The 
Sangheili gave sighs of relief and didn't hesitate to lunge through 
the portal. Glacier however noticed Ian swaying, quickly planting a 
hand on his back to steady him. The boy's eyes were narrowed and 
glazed. Glacier considered helping him walk or even carry him, but 
suddenly Ian spoke up in a low voice. 

"I-I saw him," he reported, talking like he was in a trance. "I saw 
Jul . He's leaving." Suddenly the boy shot a glare at Glacier, 
signaling he was more alert but the Sangheili wasn't so sure. "We 
have to stop him." 

"And we will, " Glacier assured. "First we must assist our 
comrades . " 

"He'll get away!" 

Suddenly the teenager's determined glare focused on the monitor next 
to the door. 



"Gotta stop him, " he whispered. 


Finally Glacier saw through his trance to understand his intentions. 
"Ian, noa€"" 

It was too late. Ian ripped from the alien's grasp and lunged for 
monitor, hand extended. Glacier was able to let out one more 
cry . 

"Don't ! " 


Without warning, the moment Ian touched the monitor, a brilliant 
green flash filled the air. Glacier actually had to shield his eyes 
with a wince. When the light faded, Ian was gone. 
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><p>In the same instant, the young human reappeared on top of some 
crates occupying a hallway near the hangers. <p> 

"What up, Jul, " he greeted. "Long time no see." 

He was face-to-face with Jul 'Mdama with only a split second before 
the Covenant leader threw his head up in outraged roar. Without 
warning a long, broad energy sword materialized in the alien's hand, 
and he didn't hesitate to swipe it at the interloper. It was only 
thanks to hours of training that Ian had to reflexes to dodge. He 
leapt off the crates and skidded onto floor before leaping out of 
Jul ' s stabbing range. 

The Sangheili was wearing completely different armor than before, 
even having a hologram across his helmet. Ian's instincts identified 
it as the Forerunner symbol for artillery. No doubt Jul had chosen it 
for show. The boy was surprised the Sangheili seemed taller, but it 
was probably just the armor. The alien still had his lifeless gray 
eyes of fury, but Ian noticed they were much darker than their last 
meeting . 

All in all, the Covenant leader looked much more intimidating, and 
Ian felt his nerve quickly evaporating. Especially since his limbs 
grew weaker each second. 

His trance was interrupted as 'Mdama let out another roar and slashed 
his sword again. Ian leapt back again, but suddenly his legs wobbled 
and he stumbled. It was the perfect opening for Jul. 

Suddenly Ian felt a solid object struck his chest hard, forcing him 
into the metal wall and slamming his head even harder. The darkness 
immediately swallowed majority of his vision and he felt his legs 
give out. With a groan, the boy slid to the ground, trying to keep 
his eyes open. 

His hearing was filled with the loud breathing of Jul ' s agitated 
panting, sounding more like a beast than a sentient being. The ground 
reverberated with his stomps. Finally through the darkness, Ian eyed 
the dark silhouette near him, and the sounds grew louder. Unable to 
move, Ian only closed his eyes though he still sensed his 
surroundings. He felt a presence loom over him before suddenly there 
was a loud snort. There was more stomping, but the sounds were 



quickly fading away. 

Finally Ian moaned again as unconsciousness captured him at last. 
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><pXstrong>Yeah, sorry if the first confrontation with Jul 'Mdama 
short and wasn't very climatic. But I wanted to give him some screen 
time and an excuse for Ian to use that "what up" line. XD I was 
originally thinking of giving Ian a grenade or something, but 
considering it was close quarters with a giant alien, thought it was 
too close to suicidal. So getting poor Ian's ass kicked it 
was . <strong> 

**So anyone recognize what just happened? I'm sure some of you have 
come up with your own theories and others are confused and demanding 
answers, but don't worry, I explain it next chapter.** 

**Speaking of which, I hate to tell you guys, but the following 
chapters have not been written yet. Along with that, I have started 
school again and I have other projects that demand my attention. So 
as a warning, I will probably be unable to keep a solid update 
schedule, but I will update when I can. For now anticipate an update 
every two weeks at least, and if not, I will try my best to put a 
chapter up within the month. Pardon the inconvenience . ** 


1 1 . Chapter 1 1 

**By the gods it's been a while. Sorry guys, I've been crazy busy. 
I've yet to have any future chapters written, but I do have a pretty 
solid plan, so I don't plan to be abandoning this fanfiction. Even 
though, I apologize now for any inconveniences , but I'll update 
whenever I can.** 
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><p>Ian let out a loud moan. He felt a continuous pounding 
reverberating in his skull with a sharp pain behind his eyes. His 
limbs felt sluggish and it was difficult to move them. He tried 
opening his eyes, only to see darkness surround his vision. Even 
though, he still recognized several tall, familiar silhouettes 
surrounding him.<p> 

"That was foolish, boy," Glacier snarled, arms cross over his chest. 
His voice was cold and harsh, having chills crawl across the human's 
body . 

Ian sensed a Sangheili minor kneeling next to him, giving him support 
as the boy desperately attempted to pick himself up. Realizing that 
was easier said than done, he remained on the floor and refused to 
look towards Glacier, especially the commander's eyes. Ian already 
knew they would be like ice; and would freeze every cell in his body 
without mercy, never to be thawed. Virl 'Sadum was not an individual 
to anger. And Ian knew begging forgiveness would mean 
nothing . 

Instead he moaned through a tired whisper, "It seemed like a good 
idea at the time." 



Glacier snorted. "You know you are forbidden to use _that 
_power . " 

That power. Yes, the ability he had when his powers were at their 
peak. Apparently his instincts recognized dataa€"although 
unphysicala€"as technology. So he had permission to control it. That 
meant he could use the data to encase anythinga€"including 
himselfa€"in its nonexistent shell and "transport" him to where ever 
the data reached. He himself didn't understand it. Did he "become" 
data? Or was he simply its passenger? But it was not the first time 
he did so. 

The memory of the first time he used the ability was still very clear 
in his mind. It was when the Covenant declared to execute him 
alongside the Sangheili they betrayed. He was scared. He was 
determined. His instincts were desperate to awaken. So he did just 
thata€"he called upon the data from the Covenant's computer network 
to save him, along with Glacier and his followers, and took them 
away . 

During his training, he had dared to attempt it a few more times in 
order to learn its nature. It usually resulted with him in coma by a 
random computer or dumped in a locked server room. Once he appeared 
in a restricted archives chambera€"which almost got him killed by 
some very angry guardsa€"and once even upon a Supercarrier. Ian had 
vowed never to come across that captain again. Eventually his 
caretakers saw it wise that he would never attempt again. 

And now that he had broken his vow, Ian was well aware he was at the 
wrath of Virl 'Sadum. With the minor's help, he got to his feet, but 
continued to look away from the commander. 

"Jul got awaya€ 1 " he reported through a mutter. 

"Is that so . " 

Ian flinched at Glacier's tone. The silence that followed lengthened 
and the boy felt his skin slowly freezing. Even the surrounding 
Sangheili did not dare move. Einally the silence was broken when 
Glacier huffed. 

"Let us go." 
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><p>The Master Chief squeezed the trigger of his newly acquired 
plasma rifle, unleashing a volley of blue fire onto the opposing 
Elite. The alien monster fell with a roar, only for several green 
bolts to streak towards the Spartan's direction. His HUD flashed red, 
causing to him duck back into his cover and wait for his rifle to 
recharge . <p> 

"Is this how you have all your reunions?" John demanded. 

The human supersoldier fought alongside the Sangheili Loyalists, 
tagging along from the ship. After entering the system, the 
_Unyielding Eaith _didn't hesitate to jump into the battle, zeroing 
in on unsuspecting fighters and sending out its own armada. John 
almost believed it would be quick battle considering it was 3-to-l, 
but then realized just how many determine fighters the Covenant had 



and a fresh batch of reinforcements soon appeared. 


He found himself on a Phantom alongside boarding party headed for the 
Covenant flagship, _Song of Retribut ion_. He would be lying if it was 
an easy flight. His arrival on the Ark wasn't as hectic as the 
Phantom had to weave through swarms of fighters from both sides and 
storms of rogue fire. It ended when the boarding party half-landed, 
half-crashed into a hanger that just happened to be left open during 
the Covenant's haste to unleash fighters. They had made it into the 
hallway, only to be locked into a firefight with a squad of angry 
aliens . 

The Arbiter glanced at the human, mandibles splayed in either 
frustration or heavy respiration. "I assumed we would have less 
resistance with the infiltration teams already onboard, but it seems 
they are having more difficulties than I thought." 

"Yeah, I would say so, " Cortana chimed. 

"You have something?" Chief demanded. The AI hacked into the assault 
carrier's network the second they came onboard, mostly monitoring its 
communicat ions . 

"Chief, you might was to hear this." 

The radio in John's helmet before a new, unfamiliar female voice 
came. She was definitely human; and she was definitely in 
troublea€"voice in a yell filled with stress and 
desperation . 

This is Commander Sarah Palmer!" _the woman roared. _"We are 

pinned down in a Covie hanger and are under heavy fire." _Even as she 
said the words, John could hear the loud screams of fighters and 
roars of artillery in the background, threatening to drown her out. 
Suddenly the Commander grunted, like she was hurt. _"I have wounded! 
We need back-up A-SAP ! 

The Chief could hear she was nearing her limit, but could still sense 
the stubbornness and courage in her voice. She had no intention of 
quitting any time soon. But she could only last for so long. The 
Spartan seeing so much of war knew that well. He turned to the 
Arbiter to see what the Elite intended, but suddenly a throaty, but 
deep and slow voice sounded in him corns. 

This is Virl 'Sadum, " _the voice of an Elite reported. _"We are 

en route. Acknowledge . 

Instead of replying in military formality. Palmer barked, _"The 
quicker you get here the better. 

There was loud scream of a human soldier before the line cut off with 
static. John winced at the loud noise racked his sensitive hearing, 
but Cortana quickly shut it off for him. The Spartan turned back to 
' Vadam . 

"How quickly can we get there?" the human demanded. 

"We have to rid of these nuisances, first, " the alien snarled. 

John glanced back into the hallway. On the other side corridor were 



several crates turned over for cover and even crookedly placed 
barricade. Two Elitesa€"a Zealot and a minora€"led the squad, the 
rest being made of a handful of Grunts and Jackels. A turret was 
placed in the blockade, almost completely exposed but the frantic 
Grunt that gunned it continued to randomly fire, preventing a clear 
shot. Nonetheless, it was obvious these Covenant had minimal military 
training. How they lasted this long was beyond the Spartan. 

After a moment more of analyzing his enemy, John had an idea. He 
jerked a hand towards the Arbiter. 

"Give me your sword, " the human demanded. 

"_What_?" 

"I need your sword. Now." 

John didn't have to look to know the Elite was more than reluctant to 
surrender his treasured weapon. Never mind to a human. The 
supersoldier wasn't even going to bother with the fact he was a 
Spartan. Nevertheless after a long moment, Thel gave a low groan as 
he slapped the handle onto John's palm. The Chief didn't bother with 
a thanks as he brought the handle to his side. He repositioned onto 
his haunches and pulled out a plasma grenade. He waited patiently for 
an opening. There! 

The turret's gunner turned to the other side of the hallway to fire 
upon a group of Loyalists that had tried to move forward. With the 
Grunt distracted, John tossed his grenade in an expert throw. The 
ticking bomb stuck to the dashboard of the turret in a ball of fire. 
The Grunt could barely work up a high-pitched scream before it 
exploded in a cloud of plasma, blood, metal, and gore. As John 
anticipated, the explosion knocked the other aliens off balance with 
startled roars and shying away from the attack. The Spartan didn't 
hesitate . 

The Master Chief lunged from his cover and charged down the hallway 
fully exposed. But before the smoke from the first explosion could 
completely disintegrate, he tossed two more grenades, activating them 
both with one hand. The Covenant were consumed by another cloud of 
smoke and plasma, their deafening roars even racking John's eardrums. 
But it was the perfect cover as the Chief made to the aliens 
completely unscathed, leaping over their makeshift barrier in 
unnatural ability. 

The Elite Zealot that had survived the blasts appeared before him, 
but it was disoriented and blinded as well. The alien could only 
glance at him before John landed on top of him, activating his sword 
and piercing the monster's chest. The Covie was dead in seconds. The 
Chief then turned to the rest of the party, which was only a less 
than a handful of low-ranked Grunts and Jackals. They stared at the 
Spartan with fearful gazes like deer looking at a hunter. Like their 
comrade, before they could scream, John charged and the threat was 
gone in seconds . 

The Chief then calmly deactivated his sword, not even sweating nor 
panting. He glanced back towards the Elites to see the Arbiter was 
already making his way to him in his slow stride. 

"As deadly as I remember you, " the alien murmured. 



Even though John didn't reply, he gave a small smirk under his 
helmet. He tossed the energy back to the Arbiter, the alien catching 
it easily. 

"We should go, " the Master Chief commented. 

The Arbiter nodded in agreement . 
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><p><em>"<em>_You took your sweet time getting here!" _Palmer's voice 
barked . 

_" Would you rather we not come at all?" _'Sadum retorted. 

_" Just give us a hand!"_ 

"Cortana, how close are we?" the Chief demanded as he jogged through 
the halls. 

"Not close enough!" the AT replied. "By the time we get there, 
party's going to be over." 

The Spartan made a growl of frustration. "Then we'll just have to 
pick up the pace." He braced to leap into a sprint, but suddenly his 
partner's frantic yell stopped him. 

"Wait! I'm detecting movement up ahead!" 

Right on cue, a pack of tall Elites materialized in thin air, 
completely blocking the hallway before. The Chief and his own Elites 
skidded to halt. Both parties became completely unmoving, staring at 
each other like statues. The Elite in front of the group was 
obviously the leader, wearing full-body golden armor with a Zealot 
headdress. He glared at the interlopers with disdain and fury. John 
braced to attack, but suddenly the Arbiter barged past him, speaking 
in his own tongue. Thankfully the Spartan finally had his translator 
on, allowing him to understand the conversation. 

End this, my brothers_, " the Arbiter pleaded. _"Whatever 'Mdama 

has told you is nothing but lies."_ 

It is _you _who lies. Arbiter, " _the gold Elite hissed. _"And it 

will be you who will die."_ 

Suddenly tension was cut off by radio static in John's 
helmet . 

Everyone into the hallway!" _Palmer ordered in a yell as gunfire 

raged around her. _"Go! Go! Go ! "_ 

The line went dead again, allowing the Chief to concentrate on the 
Elites again. Palmer's forces were retreat inga€"meaning they were no 
longer pinned down, but they were still on the defensive. And staying 
on the defensive too long only led to one thingaC 1 

What do you hope to gain from all this?" _the Arbiter demanded, 

pulling John from his thoughts. 



The gold Elite shot a glare at the Spartan. If John was any other 
human, he would have flinched from the monster's intensity. 


For the humans to be dead, " _the Elite snarled. _"As well as to 

stop the heresy you spread of our gods . 

Those gods were false," _Thel argued. _"As was the human threat. 

Peace can exist between us . 

That's what you said until they came to destroy our 

planet . 

Had they not come, then more of us would be dead."_ 

The Covenant became agitated at that, shifting stressfully and giving 
loud growls. John tensed under his armor. From what he knew based on 
his last encounters, this wasn't going to end well. He subconsciously 
hovered his hand over his firearm. Eying the Arbiter, he could see 
the Elite was also having feelings of dread. The gold Elite's eyes 
went dark with fury. 

But many died that should not be dead, " _the alien snarled. _"And 

it will be your blood that will pay for them."_ 

The Arbiter narrowed his eyes, obviously tired of the back-and-f orth 
bickering. _"Strange words, coming from a terrorist, Parg 
Vol . 

Parg Vol snarled. _"KILL THEM!"_ 

All hell broke loose. Vog's pack pounced like feral dogs, snarling 
and roaring battle cries. 'Vadam's squad replied in kind, lunging to 
meet their adversaries. All weapons were drawn. The Chief didn't have 
to strike first, an inexperienced minor charging towards him. Unless 
you were a very special Zealot or the Arbiter, it was unwise to 
directly attack a Spartan. The Elite lunged on top of the human, 
towering over John and trying to shove him down. The Chief blocked 
its strike with his weapon before knocking it back. 

The Elite stumbled backwards with a snarl, but before it could attack 
again, the Master Chief repositioned his weapon. John pulled the 
trigger of the weapon, having the alien's shields flare. The monster 
roared, but before it could escape the assault, its shields ran dry. 
The Elite was dead in a matter of seconds. 

John's own shield flared as something struck his side, having him 
lunge away while whirling around. He only saw a pair of Elites 
wrestling each other, hissing and clawing each other like dueling 
cats. The Chief raised his weapon to shoot, but quickly realized he 
didn't have a clear shot with how the two towers were constantly 
flailing and changing position. However the nanosecond the Loyalist 
shoved the Covie off, John opened fired and killed the monster. 

The Spartan looked over when a brilliant flash appeared in his 
peripheral vision. He saw the Arbiter's sword drawn, clashing with 
Vog's blade, sending plasma and sparks in all directions. Thel was 
obviously the better swordsman, able to force Vog's energy sword 
downward before elbowing him in the neck. Vog stumbled backwards, but 
quickly regained his balance. The rebel stabbed towards the Arbiter's 
direction, only for the veteran to easily parry it. The terrorist 



still pushed for an opening, swinging his plasma blade again. However 
only when he did, he accidently completely exposed himself. Thel 
easily slipped through his defenses and thrust his energy sword 
through the traitor's torso. 

Vog's mouth went agape as death took him, staring into Thel ' s eyes, 
which were only cold and narrowed. The Arbiter deactivated his sword 
when Vog gave a final sigh, allowing the corpse to collapse onto the 
cold floor with a loud thud. The Elite Kaidon snorted and stomped 
away . 

The other Elites uneasily shifted around him, the threat eliminated 
but hyped from the encounter. But John could tell they would not dare 
move without an order from their esteemed leader. They didn't have to 
receive one. 

Without warning, the door beside him opened. Immediately John whirled 
around with his weapon raised, finger braced to fire. Several Elites 
even followed his example. Erom the shadow of the entrance came 
several tall, fully-armored beings, not a single inch of skin 
visible. In fact they didn't even look like organic beings. But they 
were not Covenant . 

Spartans . 

The Master Chief had to double-take, to make sure his eyes weren't 
deceiving him. He even blinked several times and would've rubbed his 
eyes if his visor wasn't in the way. It had been ages since John had 
seen another Spartan, making accustomed to being the only one. In 
fact he remembered being told several times he was in fact the last. 
But no, right here was an entire squad of six. 

But John didn't recognize these Spartans. He could identify a brother 
or sister from miles away, but not with these. They definitely wore 
the MJOLNIR armor, but it was a completely different model. But that 
was barely part of it. They were _shorter_. They barely came to his 
shoulders, one even coming halfway up his torso. They were less broad 
than most Spartans, looking thin enough that John could pluck them up 
and snap them like a twig. But they acted like Spartans. 

The supersoldiers completely ignored him as they barged past him and 
down the corridor, weapons drawn and bodies stiff from strict 
movement. They even ignored the Elites and corpses as they scanned 
the cramped hallway looking for any hostiles. They didn't even seem 
to register the aliens glancing at them and snorting in agitation. 
John just continued to stare at them. 

Was this another branch of the SPARTAN-II program he did not know of? 
Or were these the SPARTAN-IIIs that he had been told about? Or did 
Halsey make a completely new class? The confused Spartan wasn't able 
to continue his pondering as another set of heavy footsteps came. 

He glanced over to see yet another Spartan nearing, this one taller 
than the others. Still much smaller than him, though. The soldier 
wore a pale gray armor and a sharply-angled helmet with a razor-thin 
visor. John was surprised the person could see through it. The figure 
neared him confidently, even though John stiffened under his armor in 
reflex. Even if it was a Spartan, the Chief still didn't know them, 
and he did not suite well with strangers. The figure was oblivious as 
they pulled off their helmet easily. 



It was a woman, in her mid-thirties at most. She had had copper-brown 
hair color and sharp, dark brown eyes, almost black. Her skin was 
smooth and still had hints of tan, yet to be ghostly pale like most 
Spartans. The woman wore a sly, confident smirk as she finally 
settled before the Chief. John felt like he was under one of Mendez's 
inspections as her gaze darted up and down his tall form. Her smirk 
widened . 

"I thought you'd be taller," she commented simply. 

John cocked an eyebrow. Was that supposed to be sarcasm or 
legitimate? Suddenly the Arbiter settled next to him. 

"Commander Palmer, " the Elite rumbled, trying to hide his difficulty 
with the 'p' pronunciation. "How do you fair?" 

The Spartan shifted as she stepped away from the Chief. "Got a few 
scrapes, but nothing I can't live with." 

"You're welcome, by the way," a deep, cold voice grumbled. 

John looked up from Palmer as the commander glanced over her 
shoulder. "Hey, I said my piece." 

"Thanking your 'god, ' does not count." 

The Master Chief stared at the tall Elite that entered. By the way he 
stood, the Spartan could tell he was a figure of 
authority . 

"Chief?" 

Was thataC" 

Immediately John peered around the new Elite to see a figure that was 
like a dwarf between giants. Now he didn't really believe his eyes, 
even as a flood of memories poured into his mind. It was Ian. 

But the Spartan barely recognized the boy. His once mangy, dirty hair 
was now cut and glossy in health and cleanness. His emerald eyes that 
were once shiny in fear and shyness were now glowing with confidence 
and newfound courage. His thin, pale body that was shorter than 
average was now built with healthy muscles that were used actively, 
rippling under tanned skin. Even though the teenager was still 
pathetically short to the towers around him, but he was in fact the 
average height for his age. John swore his mouth was agape. Was it 
possible for a normal human to transform so much in just two 
years ? 

The Arbiter caught the Spartan staring. "I told you we would take 
care of him, " the Elite rumbled. 

Ian seemed just as surprised to see the Spartan. The teenager paused 
for a moment and stared at the soldier, like he was gazing at a lost 
treasure. Einally he smiled. 

"Chief! " 


He lunged forward without hesitation. John thought for a split-second 



the boy would actually hug him, but instead the teenager stopped just 
before they made contact. Ian still had to crane his neck in order to 
look into the Spartan's visor, and the soldier had to painfully tilt 
his head downwards. But Ian didn't seem to care. 

"I-I thought you were dead," he confessed. He glanced at the Arbiter 
uncertainly. "I mean, they told me you were dead." 

"Apparently we were wrong, " the new Elite commented, taking a step 
forward . 

Ian's gaze went from the Chief to the alien. "Glacier, did you know 
about this?" 

Glacier? John almost blinked as the Elite shook his head. "No, I did 
not . " 

The Elite glanced at the Spartan. John swore the alien's mandibles 
curled in a smile. 

"I am known as Virl 'Sadum, " the Elite identified. John never heard 
of an alien introducing itself. He must be acquainted with human 
customs. "'Glacier' is a second name young Ian has given to me." 

Ian just smiled mischievously. Meanwhile as the Chief finally 
observed the Elite more closely, he could see why the teenager had 
called him that. The commander's armor was all-white, cleaner than 
the purest snow. It was only backed up by his deep-blue eyes that 
were the color of ice. How the alien spoke slowly and carefully in 
English with his foreign tone reminded John of a slow-moving glacier 
in winter. 

With the introductions and reunions out of the way, Virl 'Saduma€"or 
Glacier, apparent lya€"looked to the Arbiter. 

"Jul 'Mdama has escaped," the Elite reported to his leader. 

'Vadam snorted in frustration, but it wasn't directed at his 
subordinate. "We knew this wasn't going to be easy. Rest assured he 
cannot go far. Now come, let us take their ship." 
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><pXstrong>Yay , Chief and Ian have finally reunited! I've been 
waiting forever! Unfortunately I couldn't make it as climatic as I 
wanteda€"they are still in the middle of a battle. Yeah, Glacier's a 
little grumpy in this chapter, but he's not really having a good day. 
Let me know what you thought of the chapter ! <strong> 


12 . Chapter 12 
**I'm back, baby!** 
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><p><em>"<em>_Captain Lasky, this is Pelican Eive Nine Eive_, " a 
woman's voice sounded over the intercom. _ "We have the Chief onboard 
and are on approach. 



The bridge was filled with sounds of technicians furiously tapping at 
their stations and orders being repeated, but the crew was still able 
to overhear the transmission. Immediately the rapid pace froze with 
gasps of disbelief and exchanged glances. Lasky ignored 
them . 

"Acknowledged, pilot, " he hummed instead. "Just be sure to lock the 
door behind you." 

_" Roger that . Out . "_ 

Once the pilot clicked off, automatically there were whistles and 
applauds of approval. Even though Tom didn't join them, he couldn't 
help but smile. At last. After three years of searching, they had 
finally located the Master Chief. The hero of the Great War. And soon 
he would be their hero again. 

The captain glanced up to peer through the glass to see the battle 
was still raging outside. There were noticeably less fighters than 
when the engagement started, but stragglers were always the hardest 
to get rid of. Lasky frowned in thoughtfulness and concern. _Infinity 
_had significantly turned the tide and had dealt more damage than it 
received, but there had been a few lucky hits from enemy cruisers. 
There only had to be a few more until the ship could be in danger. 
Especially if the engines were hit. Meanwhile even _Infinity _didn't 
have unlimited amounts of fighters. Lasky had no joy in not being 
able to send sons to their mothers or husbands to their wives. Plus, 
if he lost too many, not only would he have to answer to grieving 
families, but to ELEETCOM as well. 

Tom needed to get _Infinity _to a secure location. And soon. 

The captain pressed a button on the dashboard. "Commander Palmer, 
sitrep . " 

The Elites will secure the rest of the ship_, " the Spartan 

commander reported. _"The Arbiter and Virl 'Sadum are en route to 
capture the bridge. Meanwhile myself and the marines are moving to 
rendezvous with fireteams Majestic and Crimson. I'm sending our 
wounded back to you."_ 

"Along with the Master Chief." 

Yes. And Ian Paden."_ 

Lasky supposed that made sense. The infiltration teams were made 
hastily, not allowing any luxury to be picky. The boy had practically 
begged the Elites to bring him along. Although Lasky rejected the 
request. Glacier surprisingly overruled him. The captain didn't know 
to be shocked or offended, but the alien commander had pity on him by 
pulling him aside and explaining that Ian's talents could be put to 
good use. But apparently they were concerned over his safety enough 
not to expose him to prolong danger. Or simply he was no longer 
needed or Glacier decided to respect his ally's wishes. 

Lasky just hoped they wouldn't be shot down on their way over. The 
_Song of Retribution _was half a mile away, not too great a distance. 
However, it only made Tom more confused and concerned. The assault 
carrier was close enough it could freely attack _Infinity_, and it 
would certainly cause more damage than the rest of the fleet. However 



the alien ship was still and silent, only a few bursts of plasma fire 
firing at unfortunately human ships. 


"Sarah, what is the location of Jul 'Mdama?" Lasky demanded. 

Jul 'Mdama is unaccounted for, sir," _Palmer replied. _"He got 

away . "_ 

What? What commander would abandon ship in the middle of a battle? 

And why was the Covenant offering so little resistance against the 
boarding parties? Yes, he had been informed it was originally a trap, 
but since then it had been relatively quiet. The Covenant did not 
give up easily. Even if they were inexperienced. Lasky didn't like it 
at all. 

"Commander Palmer, you are hereby ordered to fall back, " he 
commanded . 

What? Come again? 

"Sarah, get off the ship and return to _Infinity_. " 

T-Toma€"I caa€"zzhhh . 

Lasky could hear partial words as the Spartan tried to continue, only 
to be lost in static. Immediately panic stabbed his heart. 

"Sarah? Sarah!" He slammed the table, as if it would help. "Roland, 
what's going on?" 

Were they being jammed? Then it was worse than he feared. However, 
the captain was even more confused as his right-hand AI appeared, but 
his avatar was flickering. 

"Uha€ 1 Captain," he stammered. It looked like he was in a trance. 

Even more unnerving. 

Lasky couldn't give it any more thought as something else caught in 
the corner of his eye. He looked around to see all the monitors 
flickering with flashes of static disrupting the picture. Technicians 
quickly fell silent and several even retreated from their work 
stations. Then the tremor came. 

The bridge was filled with startled yells as crew members lost their 
footing. Lasky himself gave a yelp as he clumsily slammed onto the 
holopanel. His stomach knotted as he heard the all too familiar sound 
of groaning metal. He looked over his shoulder before he even 
regained his balance. 

"Status!" he barked. "How bad are we hit?" 

"Sir, I'm not seeing any collision alerts," a technician reported 
uncertainly . 

"What?" 

Suddenly a strange sound interrupted his confusion and panic. A 
high-pitched buzz sound filled the air, vibrating in Lasky 's chest 
and hurting his ears. Suddenly all the electronics surged before an 
orange-tinted screen materialized in thin air. Tom widened his eyes 



in amazement as the translucent wall began to float across his 
bridge, technology overloading in its wake with showers of sparks. 
Lasky realized with horror that it was nearing him and there was 
nowhere to hide. He shut his eyes and imagined his insides being 
burnt. Instead he felt the bright light wash over him harmlessly. The 
captain snapped his eyes open and whirled around, but the screen was 
gone . 

Around him monitors and computers were going haywire, but the humans 
were perfectly unharmed, only staring at their surroundings in 
confusion. Lasky only stared where the screen disappeared with 
narrowed eyes. 

"What in the world?" he breathed. 

Then Lasky felt something. A strange, hidden instinct in his mind 
that whispered to him. It told him to turn around. Before he even 
did, the captain heard several gasps from his crew and saw amazed 
looks. Almost dumbly, too confused, the man simply turned, only to 
blinding light to wash over his face, the ray steadily broadening. 
Lasky didn't believe what he saw. 

When only a few minutes ago there was only the dark shadow of 
Requiem, there was a brilliant white light. It almost looked like a 
sun. Or rather like a gate to God. Lasky watched sections of what was 
Requiem's surface pull away, leaving a giant hole the size of a 
continent in its place. Maybe larger. Each section itself was the 
size of a large country. Even though the surface moved awaya€"almost 
like a doora€"slowly and silently, Tom had a feeling that if they 
were in atmosphere, they would all be deafened by the almighty noise. 
They all stared in awe, frozen like deer in headlights. 

Then the second tremor happened. The groaning was _much _louder than 
before. It drowned out the yelps of the crew. While before they had 
awkwardly stumbled, now several were falling over. Thankfully Lasky 
was lucky enough to snatch the holopanel for support. 

"Roland! What's happening?" he demanded. 

"Detecting loss of powera€ 1 sir," the AI replied, still in his 
strange trance. 

"Get me the engine room on the line." 

"Yes, sir." 

Somehow Roland was able to complete the task and Lasky saw the 
picture of a room project before him. In it was a scrawny man with 
light brown hair and wiry glasses, dressed in a white coat. He was 
frantically dancing around the room as all his monitors where 
flickering as much as the ones on the bridge. 

"Dr. Glassman, we're losing power," Lasky barked at him, hoping he 
would explain. 

"So I've noticed. Captain!" the scientist retorted, his voice high in 
panic . 

Without warning there was another small tremor and Lasky felt his 
organs rising as his weight was suspended. His feet were off the 



ground. Dr. Classman's wail joined the crews' gasps. 


"Artificial gravity is offline as well!" the scientist cried, stating 
the obvious. 

Lasky grip on the table tightened, slipping his hand beneath it to 
keep himself from floating away. Once you became suspended it was all 
too easy to get stuck in midair. Using his grip as an anchor, he 
pulled himself upright, burying his heels into the side of the table. 
It made the illusion he was standing when in fact he was desperately 
clinging on. He found himself panicking. In the middle of a battle, 
it was not a good time for technical difficulties. However as the 
captain peered out window, he noticed the meaningless floating of 
cruisers and their cold engines. Every ship had lost power. 

"I need answers!" he barked. "_Now_! " 

"You take engines built 100,000 years ago," Classman ranted, "and 
hire a war criminal to rig them onto the ship! You can't expect 
predictable behavior!" 

"Captain!" a technician cried. 

Lasky glanced up from the holopanel. The doors of Requiem had stopped 
moving, but the white space was still getting bigger. The man watched 
with horror as the cruisers began to turn away, like they were being 
pulled by strings. And Tom knew their marionette all too well. 
Cravity. His heart stopped. 

"We're being pulled towards the planet!" 
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><p>Ian sat buckled to a seat of the Pelican, a wave of soreness 
racking his body whenever the ship tremored. His chest was tight with 
pain and his head was pounding, courtesy of Jul ' s violent assault. 
Although the corpsman had judged he had no broken bones, 
Claciera€"which the support of the Arbitera€"decided he would be sent 
back with the wounded. The boy fought the urge to make a fit.<p> 

He was being sent back to the sidelines while everyone else was still 
fighting. They needed him! Just because Jul was gone, did not mean 
the _Song of Retribution _was less dangerous. When they probably 
needed him the most, the boy wasn't there, and it was his own fault. 
Ian gritted his teeth. How could he have been so _stupid_. 

Jul was the leader of the Covenant! Hell, he was an eight-foot 
armored monster against a five-foot scrawny boy. What had Ian been 
thinking? He probably deserved to be kicked out. The teenager was 
well-aware that this was punishment. Clacier was still frozen when he 
made his judgement. 

Ian's thoughts were interrupted when suddenly a particularly violent 
tremor jarred the Pelican. The human immediately made a gasp of pain 
and gripped his torso. Immediately an Elite looked over his shoulder 
at him, growling in concern. 

I'm fine,_" Ian quickly assured in Sangheili, though his voice 

was hoarse with discomfort. 



Not a sentimental species, the Elite immediately looked back away. 

Ian felt awkward, in his own private corner of the Pelican with two 
Elites standing over him, cutting him off. Though not completely cut 
off, as the boy still could clearly hear the pilot's panicked cries 
as they pushed through the swarm of fighters. Ian would question who 
was insane enough to have the idea to fly back in a warzone, but the 
coppery stench of sickness and echoing moans was his answer. 

Ian glanced over at soldiers strewn across the interior of the ship, 
all of them holding some part of their body and each face was 
twisted. Why Ian didn't have any painkillers to ebb away his 
discomfort. It was all being used on the wounded soldiers. More than 
half of the raiding teams were out of commission. All thanks to the 
Covenant's ingenious plan to trap them. Ian looked over to see one 
marine alive, but in critical condition. He had received a direct hit 
from a grunt's plasma cannon, the attack burning half his body. Where 
there had once been an arm was only a bloody stump. The boy had to 

look away as bile rose in his throat, forcing him to swallow it back 

down . 

There had been so many wounded they needed to take two Pelicans. The 

Chief was on the other. If the teenaged human was dying of being 

dragged away, he couldn't imagine what it was like for the 
supersoldier. To be thrown into action only to be tossed back out. 

But the UNSC wanted him back, and they couldn't wait any 
longer . 

Without warning the Pelican shook violently, enough that Ian was 
thrashed around in seat and the Elites to stumble. A couple of the 
soldiers were forced out of their careful placements with moans. 

Those who were still coherent glanced around in alarm. What wasaC" 

The Pelican rattled again. Ian wailed as the back of his head was 
struck. He considered it a miracle he didn't have memory loss by 
nowaC 1 

He heard yelling from the cockpit as the pilots' voices rose. Had 
they been hit? The boy almost dared to call out, but didn't have a 
chance . Suddenly the lights vanished, making his heart jump. Even the 
Elites made startled growls. Then Ian felt his stomach in his throat. 
His mind was confused. He was still tied down on the seat, but he 
feltaC 1 weightless. 

"Gravity is off!" a pilot yelped. 

"Hang on, everybody!" his partner shouted back. 

"What is happening?" an Elite demanded, the human vowels distorted by 
his rough voice. 

"Uha€ 1 just some technical difficulties!" the first pilot 
replied . 

"Jack! I can't control her!" the woman wailed. 

Ian's eyes desperately tried to adjust to the dimness, but he quickly 
wished they hadn't. Without warning, a blinding light poured in from 
the cockpit, burning his retinas. The shouts of pain from humans and 
Elites alike revealed he wasn't the only one. 

"What the _hell_ is _that_?" Jack gasped. 



"What is what?" Ian demanded. 


"Whatever it is, looks like we're going into it," the second pilot 
grumbled. "Get ready for a hard landing!" 

Ian could inquire no further as a third quake occurred, resulting in 
another banging of his head. He was not amuseda€ 1 The boy was forced 
to lean forward and grip tightly to the handles on either side of him 
as the quake continued. His teeth slammed together, the fragile bones 
cracking on impact. His bones rattled painfully and the pounding in 
his head intensified. Even with his eyes shut tight, the brilliant 
light still burned across his eyelids, now accompanied by a red 
hue . 

"What are we flying into?!" a pilot screamed. The noise was so great 
and the voice was so distorted, Ian couldn't tell who it was. _"Holy 
shit ! 

"_BRACE EOR IMPACT ! 

There was an almighty sound of thunder before everything went 
black . 
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><p>Ian woke up in a black world of pain. The poor boy let out a 
whine of agony, now his entire body radiating with soreness. He 
opened his eyes, only to see darkness. He attempted blinking them 
rapidly, but that only rewarded him with spots. Ian hissed. With numb 
fingers, the teenager felt the nylon straps still bound to his chest. 
It took him several moments to find the buckle and several more to 
unhook. Once he was free, Ian tried to push himself to his feet, only 
to fall on the floor with a moan.<p> 

The boy stayed still with his eyes closed, waiting for the spinning 
in his head to stop. Einally he looked back up. A white line greeted 
him. Ian blinked, questioning if he was hallucinating. He wasn't. 
Light . 

Crawling on all fours, the boy neared it and reached out his hand. He 
found that "line" was a hole. When his fingertips touched cold metal, 
he jerked when a loud grating noise assaulted his hearing. However 
Ian quickly realized it was just the metal moving in place. The 
plating had broken off. The teenager lifted himself to place his 
palms on the metal, pushing his weight against it. There were a few 
more scraping noises before the plating fell away, allowing even more 
light . 

Now the hole was big enough for Ian to fit through. With another 
whine of discomfort, the boy slid through. Ian was half-expecting to 
feel the cold touch of steel or be blinded by light, but instead he 
felt something soft and slippery in his hands and a familiar shade 
filled his vision. Grass. The teenager blinked in confusion and 
tugged out a handful of strands. He could tell it wasn't a grass like 
Earth, but it was in the same category. He was on solid ground. Then 
what wasa€" 

Then a horrid, acidic stench finally reached his nostrils. Smoke. 

Then a distinct crackling sound filled his hearing. With a gasp, Ian 



looked over his shoulder. He saw the hulk of the massive Pelican 
looming over him, but it wasn't as sleek as he remembered it. 

Instead, the boy noticed dozens upon dozens of dents and fissures in 
the metal coating, none of them small. He glanced over to see a red 
hue gleaming where the wing was supposed to be. The engine was on 
fire. It didn't look like it was going to explode, but Ian didn't 
want to be anywhere close to it. 

Still with these observations, it took the human several long moments 
before realization to sink in. To recall his previous memories. They 
had crashed. Something had happened and they had crashed. Then it 
struck him. The others! 

Ian quickly (and awkwardly) spun back around to face the hole he just 
escaped from. Now that his senses had returned, he smelled a strange 
scent of coppery blood and distinct stench. It took his eyes longer 
to adjust to the darkness of the Pelican. What he saw made his 
stomach twist nauseously. They were all dead. All of them. 

The soldiers had been tossed around like ragdolls, a few strewn over 
each other like some mass grave. Even from here Ian saw a couple 
heads smashed in. The victim of the plasma cannon's biofoam had worn 
off and his wounds were reopened, allowing him to bleed out. The 
amount of blood hinted the same for the rest. Behind the dead 
marines, Ian could spy the limp figures of the pilots. The teenager 
glanced to his left to see the unmoving bodies of the Elites. One was 
in front of him, his long neck twisted at a strange angle. The 
alien's glazed eyes stared into Ian's. 

The boy swallowed. There was nothing he could do. Ian slowly crawled 
back out, landing awkwardly back onto the soft grass. Shaken, he 
couldn't help but shut his eyes and burying his face in the soil. Why 
did everyone _die_ around him? Or very least get themselves hurt. The 
teenager tried to rationalize. He didn't even know what happened. How 
could it possibly be his fault? The desperate attempt of 
self-assurance didn't help. They were dead, and he was still alive. 
And alone. 

How could this have happened? Ian opened his eyes when he remembered 
he had been the only one truly strapped in. Talk about a whole new 
meaning to "always buckle your seatbelt." But what caused them to 
crash? The teenager remembered. His head was aching just before the 
Pelican lost power. _That_ ache. Something had caused his instincts 
to stir. 

A pit formed in Ian's stomach. Requiem. 

"Isa€l this Requiem?" he wondered aloud. 

The boy lifted himself to his knees. The dark haze of smoke was 
obscuring his view, so he forced himself to his feet. It was a slow 
process and the human growled the entire time, pain burning in his 
muscles. He almost fell back down when he walked forward. But he was 
able to stay on his feet long enough to escape the smoke. 

All Ian saw was green. Green in all different shades. It was all 
broken apart in all different shapes and sizes. Plants, shrubs, 
fronds, trees, grass, vines. It took Ian a moment to realize he was 
in a jungle. But there were no flowers. No sound of fauna. The only 
other hue that was offered was the sun shining through the canopy. 



but even that looked greenisha€l The Pelican had crashed in a large 
clearing (or maybe it made it) , allowing a hole in the trees for Ian 
to peer at the sky. It was a normal pale blue with wispy clouds 
floating across it, but Ian blinked when he noticed 
something . 

Stars? The boy peered curiously as pale dots were visible across the 
canvas above him. It was then he noticed the irregular shading 
lurking behind the clouds. His stomach twisted when he realized. 
Metal. The sky was made of metal. At first Ian was merely confused 
and thought he was hallucinating, until his instincts told him. He 
was not on the surface of Requiem. He was _inside _Requiem. 

"What is this place?" he whispered. 

The teenager attempted to take another step forward, only to wince at 
a particular stab of pain in his leg. He instinctively wrapped his 
hands around the thigh, only to feel something wet. Startled, the boy 
brought his palms back up, only to see them stained crimson. Blood. 
_His _blood. 

Ian made a weird noise. He thought he meant to curse but only a 
strained squeak came out. He spotted a shallow stream near the crash 
site, and he didn't hesitate to half-hobble, half-run over it. The 
boy fell onto his knees into the water, creating a splash that nearly 
soaked his entire body. He didn't care as he was already throwing 
handfuls onto his leg. He brutally rubbed at the stain, ignoring the 
firings of pain and continuing cascades of blood. 

He had to stop the bleeding! He had to make it go away! His honor was 
slipping away! His pride! His life source! Hisa€" 

Ian stopped. The water immediately went still, as if it was never 
disturbed. Only his soaked clothes gave away his plunge. The boy was 
just as frozen, ignoring the crimson substance that poured from the 
ugly gash in his legs, mixing with the water to create a dyed liquid. 
Ian ignored that as he just tried to remember what just happened. 
Wh-what ? 

The human looked at his hands, which were still stained. What just 
came over him? He had started into a panicked frenzy the moment he 
noticed he was bleeding. He felt as if someone pulled away something 
from him. Pride. Why? 

Then he remembered. The Sangheili. Their blood of the physical form 
of their souls. Of their entire honor. To bleed was to lose their 
dignity as a proud warrior. As for great warriors did not bleed. 

Ian's hands were shaking. Why had he thought that? The human peered 
at the water between his hands. He saw a reflection of a boy, but it 
wasn't him. 

This boy had a line of blood seeping from his forehead down his face, 
looking like face paint. Dirt and grime stained his face, making him 
looking even cruder. But what Ian noticed that there was any sliver 
of baby fat on his skin, all of it stripped away to leave behind a 
thin, muscled face. His green eyes were intense and wild, almost 
reptilian. His hair was dark, like the dull scales of a snake. 

Ian had seen at his reflection before. Thousands of times. But he 
never _looked_. He never stopped to observe what he really looked 



like, how he appeared to others. No wonder the humans had given him 
funny stares. 


What was he? 

Human? Or Sangheili? 

13. Chapter 13 

**Ugh, boring filler chapter, sorry. I felt like I had to connect 
between events and I couldn't come up with much.** 
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><p>Fires burned across the charred ground, the smoke mingling 
together to form a thick haze in the air. The heat of the flames 
melted the surrounding metal. Scrapes of all shapes and sizes of all 
shadesa€"f rom human white to Covenant black. Wreckages crowed where 
it had once been barren crags and jungle. Now the landscape was 
reshaped into mountains of debris that had once made ships. <p> 

The Chief's hand twitched. 

The fingers twitched several more times as blood and feeling poured 
back into them. Suddenly the hand snapped into a fist and John let 
out a deep, throaty groan. He rolled over onto his stomach, propping 
himself up on his arms. But that was all he could do. 

It was one of the few times in John's life that his entire body felt 
sore. The only other time he could name such was when he was ambushed 
by a Brute Chieftain and was struck on his head. Much like then, the 
Spartan gritted his teeth and shut his eyes as he tried to force his 
paralyzed muscles to obey him. Not even his crash-landing on Earth 
hurt this bad. With another loud groan of effort, the soldier pushed 
himself on his feet, his body protesting in agony. He ignored 
it . 

"What happened?" he demanded. 

"I'maCl I'm not sure," Cortana hesitantly replied. "I think we got 
caught in some sort of gravity well." 

She drawled on the last part, as if to emphasize her speculation or 
disbelief. John looked around, only to see shredded hills of metal 
that seemed too much like a post-apocalypt ic scene. 

"Where are the others?" he asked. 

The Chief remembered being on a Pelican with other humans. Now the 
Spartan only saw the movement of fire. Hard soil was beneath his feet 
and the metal that crowded around him was certainly not from a 
Pelican . 

There was a long pause from Cortana. "All dead." John made a face as 
the AI continued. "Over there is the rest of our ride." 

Catching something in the corner of his eye, the Master Chief glanced 
over to his right to see the destroyed remains of the Pelican. It was 
so dented and teareda€"a wing ripped offa€"that it was almost 



unrecognizable. Only the line of corpses strewn across the ground 
hinted its real identity. John looked away and down at his feet. 

He blinked as he saw his assault rifle by his foot. Despite the 
solemn situation, he couldn't help but smile. No matter what, he 
could always find his trusty weapon. The supersoldier quickly picked 
it up . 

"So what do we do now?" Cortana asked. 

"The rest of the fleet must have followed us. We link up with the 
UNSC forces and find out where we are." 

The Chief narrowed his eyes at the debris field around him, biting 
back from adding, _If the fleet is still here_. 

Thankfully Cortana assured him a few moments later. "It seems plenty 
of both human and Covenant ships made the crash. I even found 
_Infinity_. She's grounded, but sounds like she's 
intact . " 

"Where? " 

"42 clicks due north. Hope you don't mind hoofing it a little." 

The Spartan glanced down at his assault rifle, only to see with mild 
dismay that it was slightly dented and only had half of its 
ammunition . 

"Not a problem. But I need to find a weapon first." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The first thing Palmer noticed was that she couldn't move her 
limbs. The second thing she noticed was that it was pitch-dark. 
Third, she was pissed. <p> 

"What the fuck?" she gasped. "Hey! What the hell is this?" 

The Spartan commander tried to move, only for her limbs to remain 
locked in place. Then suddenly a blinding light washed over her face 
making her wince in pain as her eyes stung. Luckily she still had he 
helmet still on and the visor quickly shaded to protect her 
vision . 

"Commander _Ph_almer?" Glacier addressed as he pulled the sheet of 
metal away, losing his usually perfect English. 

>"<em>Palm<em>er, " Sarah corrected quickly through a bark. 

The Elite only snorted. The Spartan immediately regained control of 
her body once the wreckage was pulled away. Despite she was 
practically crushed against debris. Palmer leaped to her feet in an 
instant . 

"What happened?" she demanded. 

"The Phantom you so wisely decided to steal crashed." 

"Hey! How is this my fault?" 



Glacier only made a growl from his chest, a warning of his thinning 
patience. Unfortunately their plan to capture the ship was not as 
easy as they believed. Several squadrons of Elites and Spartans along 
with supporting human soldiers, but it was still not enough against 
the army of Covenant that awaited them. While they originally planned 
for the Elites to take the bridge and the humans to take the engines, 
they found themselves being forced back and to rendezvous within one 
of the carrier's hangers. Outnumbered, outgunned, and exhausted, it 
was Palmer's idea to steal several Phantoms and escape. Only when 
they did, they found themselves lost with the fleet as they were all 
dragged into Requiem's core. 

"It appears majority of us are unharmed," the Arbiter's voice 
suddenly came. 

Sure enough, behind him Elites and Spartans alike were crawling out 
of their wrecked Phantoms. They even gave each other assistance and 
already began picking through the debris in search of anything 
salvageable. Thel 'Vadam ignored the several corpses of unlucky 
passengers and suicide Sangheili. Virl ' Sadum nodded. 

"Very well, we continue on, " he proclaimed. 

"You have a plan, Ice-Man?" Palmer quipped. 

The alien quickly rounded on her. "To you, it's _Virl 'Sadum_." He 
emphasized the vowels of his name, then quickly added, "And only Ian 
can call me 'Glacier.'" 

"Alright, then." 

The Arbiter, using his namesake, stepped in before the two could 
bicker any more. "All the Phantoms are damaged beyond repair." 

"So that means we're walking?" 

The Elite leader nodded. "Yes. We cannot delay. There must be others 
who survived the fall. We'll find them on our way." 

Sarah shrugged. "Sounds good to me." 

Their conversation was interrupted when suddenly a familiar, ghostly 
hum filled the air. Immediately every soldier's defensive walls were 
thrown up, many not hesitating to snatch their weapons. Palmer was 
one of them, pointing the barrel of her assault rifle towards the 
sky. Sure enough, only a few moments later, the ominous dark shadow 
of a Phantom materialized, hovering menacingly. 

"Get ready, boys!" Commander Palmer barked. "We're about to have a 
party ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Cortana, 
"_That _would 
"We ' re inside 


what exactly am I looking 
be Requiem's roof." 
the planet, are we?" 


at?"<p> 


"Pretty much." 



The Master Chief shook his head, looking down where he had been 
staring up at the metal far above him. His rummaging through the 
crash site had paid off: he acquired a SAW machine gun, a Covenant 
carbine, two plasma grenades, and a frag grenade. Though he would 
love to find more weapons soon, he had dealt with less before and it 
was certainly doable. 

The soldier actually had found other survivors, but it was 
short-lived. He came across several Covenant soldiers, but the aliens 
were dying and collapsed before they could even train their weapons 
on him. He even found a human, but the poor boy succumbed to his 
wounds before the Chief could lift him to his feet. Damned waste. 

John could only snatch his dog tags and continue on. 

Suddenly a shout of warning from Cortana interrupted his 
thoughts . 

"Incoming Covenant patrol!" she yelped. 

Immediately the alien hum echoed off the walls of the range the Chief 
had been walking through. Not needing to be told twice, the Spartan 
dived behind the shadow of a large boulder, gripping onto his SAW and 
glancing up. A moment later a large Phantom slipped overhead, 
escorted by two Banshees. They moved slowly, like a predator stalking 
prey. John knew that routine. There were survivors, and the Covenant 
was hungry for them. However, looking at them gave him an 
idea . 

"Cortana, how many ships made it through the roof?" 

"Plenty, why?" she replied curiously. 

"How much do you think the Covenant would mind if we hitched a 
ride? " 

John could practically see her smiling mischievously. "Well, there's 
some patrolling up ahead. We could always ask nicely." 

"Asking's not my strong suit." 

The Spartan continued on. Sure enough, the canyon he traveled through 
opened to a small clearing. Several Grunts and an Elite housed it, 
looking bored and disoriented. They had lack of weaponry. John made 
the assumption they were also stranded and they weren't spotted by 
the passing Phantom. He had to neutralize them before it could make 
another pass. 

At first the Covenant didn't even notice his approach until a Grunt 
flinch upon spotting him. It made a high-pitched wail of dismay, 
throwing up the alarm. Immediately the survivors whirled around and 
John let the bullets of his newly-acquired SAW fly. The patrol was 
dead in less than two minutes. The Chief relieved them of their 
grenades and looked at the Elite's weapon curiously. 

It was about the same size as his carbine, but was more compact in a 
barrel-shape and the exterior was made of a deep shade of blue. John 
tilted his head. He never saw this weapon before. He placed his SAW 
down and picked it up. Pointing it at a nearby wall of a ravine, he 
pulled the trigger. Immediately a volley of blue superheated plasma 



shot out in rapid succession. The rock he aimed at was perfectly 
scorched . 


"Nice weapon, " he commented. 

It must have been some sort of upgrade of the plasma rifle. It was 
bigger so it couldn't be dual-wielded like its ancestor, but as far 
as the Chief could tell it was more accurate. It was certainly more 
fitting for an Elite. Oh well, it was his now. With that, the Spartan 
clipped it to his back. He usually didn't like carrying more than two 
weapons, as he didn't want to risk being burdened. But since he was 
stranded in uncharted territory with limited ammunition, he would 
make an exception. 

Where the canyon had broadened suddenly closed to a tunnel, just 
barely big enough for the giant supersoldier. He didn't mind as he 
slipped through, and kept his pace at a trot. The tunnel wasn't not 
only small but dark and moist as well. It was only because of his 
Spartan vision he could see the lining of the wall. Still, he was 
blinded when suddenly the tunnel curved into a blinding light. John 
squinted his eyes and slowed to a walk, not wanting to rush out 
blindly . 

The Spartan stepped through the light and his eyes adjusted to the 
glare. John couldn't believe what he saw. 

Towers . 

Giant towers made of a pale, cold metal John could never hope to 
name. The metal gleamed in the sunlight (which the Spartan now 
noticed existed, but he didn't know how it was there), almost 
appearing white beneath its glow. He was amazed to see parts of the 
structures moving: giant sheets of metal shifting between places and 
back again. The towers stretched far into the sky, almost touching 
the metallic roof. But they did not touch the ground. The metal 
structures floated in midair like a cruiser but stationary, hovering 
above what seemed like a metallic outpost. Surrounding the outpost 
were giant waterfalls cascading into an abyss below them, the rushing 
water sparkling and shining as much at the steel towers above 
them . 

The phenomenon was surrounded by lush jungle stretching in every 
direction, unbroken and undisturbed. The Chief was placed on a cliff 
overlooking it all, trying to take it all in. The scene was 
beautiful, even for him. And as a supersoldier that had been to 
literally every corner of the galaxy (and beyond), that meant a lot. 
It was hard to imagine this was part of the same planet that housed 
the crash-sight of dozens of ships and where even more sentient 
beings lost their lives. 

However, no _Infinity_. 

John narrowed his eyes. He would think that the massive starship 
would stick out in such a landscape. However, the Spartan was able to 
notice enough depth and differences in height to see the jungle lay 
across small mountains. _Infinity_ could have been hidden by one. It 
meant John had a lot of ground to cover. 

"Chief, there's some Warthogs over there," Cortana suddenly spoke up, 
but tentatively, as if she did not want to disturb the temporary 



peace. "I suggest we get one." 

The Master Chief looked over to see a piece of f rigatea€"which seemed 
to be part of a hangera€"strewn across the rocks, several Warthogs 
laying across the wreckage. A few of them seemed to be intact, 
perhaps in working order. John smirked. 

Perfect . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Lasky hesitantly crawled up the holopanel onto his feet, his body 
radiating in soreness and for some reason his lungs were tight from 
his disease. He was embarrassed he had to lean on the table for 
support, but then he heard loud groans echoing off the walls of the 
bridge. There wasn't a single person that wasn't thrown off their 
feet . <p> 

"Everybody okay?" the captain called, able address his concern with 
authority . 

There was a murmur of reassurances, despite men were still letting 
out strained noises. Tom glanced at the table before him. 

"How about you, Roland?" 

Though he had asked the question gently, the AI popped up suddenly, 
unlike before. Roland didn't have to be human for Lasky to know he 
was fuming. 

"No!" the AI retorted. "Entire ship's a mess! Shields are down, 
engines aren't workingaC 1 don't get me started on telemetry. Do you 
what it's like to lose complete control over the thing you're 
supposed to be controlling?" 

Roland looked like he about to continue ranting, but Lasky cut him 
of f . 

"So the ship's in critical condition?" he summarized. 

The supercomputer paused, as if his train of "thought" was 
interrupted. He eventually nodded. "Yes. The engines aren't 
respondinga€"so we're grounded. Me and the mechanics are working on 
it nowa€"don't worry. However several of the systems are acting 
wackya€" " 

"Can you fix it?" 

"Working on it now." 

"Good. Keep me posted." 

"Oh, and Captain, I know I just said nothing's not working, but the 
ship's radar and sensors are still activated." 

Lasky cocked an eyebrow. "Yes?" 

"And if they're accurate, 
forces . " 


then I'm detecting incoming Covenant 



Immediately the captain's eyebrows shot to his hairline. He stormed 
to the window, glaring through it as if he imagined to be greeted 
with a Covenant armada. 


"Three destroyer-class cruisers and raiding part iesa€"lot s of them, " 
Roland went on, talking in a cheery and calm voice like he was merely 
commenting on the weather. 


Lasky's eyes were darting across the jungle landscapea€"which he had 
a poor vantage point from _Infinity_'s awkward position on the 
ground . 

"When do they get here?" the man demanded. 


In answer, there was a violent tremor from the ship, but this one was 
different from the one in space. It was enough for several 
technicians to yelp in fright and for Lasky to sway to regain his 
balance. Roland was still calm, addressing his captain with his hands 
behind his back. 


"Now, " the AI quipped. 

Lasky flinched back from the window as suddenly there was a 
high-pitched noise and the speeding lines of Banshees materialized. 
The Covenant fighters were gone as suddenly as they appeared, 
provoking several yelps and mutters. Expression solemn and stomach 
twisting, Tom stormed back to the holopanel, ignoring the shadow of 
an incoming cruiser behind him. 

"Roland, does the intercom still work?" the captain asked. 

"Now it does, " the AI assured. 

Captain Lasky didn't hesitate. 

"This is Captain Lasky to all crew: man your battle stations, this is 
not a drill!" Immediately there was another deadly rattle. "I repeat: 
this is not a drill! Battle stations!" 


* * 


* 


><p>"Owa€l Owa€ 1 Owa€ 1 " Ian muttered miserably . <p> 

Still in agonizing pain, the poor boy awkwardly crawled over what he 
assumed was the root of a treea€"fully exposed and almost as tall as 
him. He fell back to the forest floor with a squeak. He trudged on 
through the mud, his shoes kicking up dirt the only sound. The jungle 
was still deafening silent: giving Ian an eerie feeling that seeped 
into his bones. He tried to ignore it and keep going. 

It was a sharp contrast to the jungles of Sanghelios, which were 
always filled with song and the distant howls of a predator. What Ian 
would do to be there again, hunting innocent game with his Sangheili 
friend Anoka. Briefly taking a break to spar playfully. Or challenge 
an elder to a puzzle, ora€" 

Ian gave a miserable laugh as he buried his head in hands. He was 
losing it, he just knew it. He remembered clearly during his days on 
Earth how he spent all his free time locked in his room. Some days 
even his parents couldn't get him out. Yet here he was, stranded in 



an alien jungle begging to be teleported to another alien jungle. The 
irony . 


The thought reminded Ian of something that provoked another pitiful 
laugh. _Remembered_. His life as a human was just memories. Like it 
was another lifetime. Like it was a movie. Not that he actually 
_lived_ it. Not that it was the life he was _supposed _to live. Ian 
dropped his head. He was definitely losing it. Maybe Jul hit him a 
little too hard. 

The memory immediately caused a fresh wave of pain to pound his 
skull. The teenager winced. There was no way he could keep going like 
this. At this rate, his body would give out and he would be more 
stranded than he already was. He had to find the others. And soon. 
Except he had no idea where to start looking. 

He only saw the jungle stretching for miles and miles in every 
direction. He sensed no nearby technology. He didn't even know if he 
was going the right way. 

Ian fell to his knees. 

"I give up!" he wailed. "What do you want from me?" 

He called to no one in particular. In anything, he yelled at the 
planet itself, like he expected it to respond. He still felt that 
persistent ache in his mind as his instincts were stirring but had 
nothing to attach to. He swore it felt like something was trying to 
talk to him, like the human would look over his shoulder and see a 
companion. The Forerunners were trying to speak to him, but Ian could 
not hear. 

"If you want to say something, just say it! Just give me something! I 
don't want to die out here!" 

Ian wasn't expecting a response. He was surprised when he got it and 
he swore he was hallucinating. However his instincts stirred 
excitedly, telling him he wasn't. The human grinned like the little 
boy he was . 

"Hey, buddy, can you help me out?" 


14 . Chapter 14 

After his long drive through the rough terrain of the jungle, the 
Master Chief found himself surrounded by metala€"a sharp contrast 
from his earlier environment. But it was not any metal John could 
name. It was sleek, silver steel, seemingly enchanted by a glowing 
enigma. If the Spartan peered closely enough, he could spy the glyphs 
of a script he didn't recognize. He even saw pulses energya€"instead 
of wires of electricitya€"coursing through the cracks of metal. It 
was like it was breathing. It was like it was alive. 

John was reminded of Halo. It was exact same feeling. Not only did he 
feel like he was wandering in uncharted territory, but the very 
terrain was alive. It was like the very land could think and could 
feel hima€"no different than he could feel it. But as the soldier 
moved on, he picked up on a difference between Requiem and 
Halo . 



Halo was alive, but it was filled with danger. John clearly 
remembered every step he took on the ring-world was tense and on 
nerve, bracing for the next trap to spring. And Halo happily invited 
him into those trapsa€"luring him with irresistible secrets and 
supposed rewards. Requiem was the polar opposite. John felt his 
nerves grating as it felt like his surroundings were watching him 
through a narrow glare. Requiem did not want to lure him into 
anything. It wanted him away. It wanted him gone. And John had a bad 
feeling sooner or later the planet would respond by fulfilling its 
wish at any cost. 

But the Spartan was certain about one thing: Requiem was without a 
doubt Forerunner. 

The realization only gave him more questions than answers. What was 
this place? Why did they build it? Was it a homeworld to them? A 
base? John felt another uneasy feeling as he realized the corridor he 
was in was an exact replica of one he traveled through on the first 
Halo ring. Were they the same? Was Requiem another galactic weapon? 

Or was it something else entirely? 

He needed answers. And he had to find them. And John had to answer 
the most important question of all: why did the Covenant come 
here? 

The Chief finally pulled away from his thoughts as he noticed the 
Forerunner corridor he was following was coming to an end. Before he 
could question it, the wall before him suddenly hummed. The metal 
rose, disappearing from view. It was just a door. 

The open entrance revealed a broad room with the ceiling far above 
John's head. He would have to crane his neck to see it. The soldier 
judged the room was about the size of a football field, but was 
obscured by multiple obstacles in the way. They reminded him of 
monitors: oddly shaped boxes grouped together rising and falling in 
the floor in a synchronized pattern. This must be some sort of data 
storage room, then. 

"Chief, there's a console right there," Cortana suddenly piped. 

John refocused his attention to notice a panel in front of him, 
complete with an insert slot for Cortana. The Spartan neared the 
structure, pulling the chip from his head into the machine. Cortana 's 
avatar materialized instantly. 

"It's a localized site Cartographer," she observed curiously. 

The AI did her new trick again, summoning a personal panel. The 
Master Chief watched on as a large hologram popped up. It was a blue 
sphere, which he quickly realized was Requiem itself. However he was 
surprised to see the hologram divided in what looked like layers. 

John listened as Cortana went on. 

"HmmaCl OkayaC 1 In service of Forerunner Shield World, designate 
' Requiem . ' " 

'A shield word?" the Chief echoed. What was that? He only shrugged. 
"At least we know where we are now." 



Instead of agreeing, Cortana blinked. "That's curious. If I'm reading 
this map correctly, we are on one of any layers that make up 
Requiem . " 

"You mean the planet's hollow? That can't be right." 

Cortana gave him a playful look over her shoulder. "Well, we've been 
through crazier things, haven't we? It's not that far-fetched." 

John shook his head. A multi-layered planet? Well, it was the 
Forerunners. Cortana was telling the truth about Requiem wasn't as 
crazy as other things they've seen. The Chief moved to 
business . 

"Can you track _Infinity_'s location?" he asked. 

"Let ' s seeaC 1 " 

Suddenly multiple blinking lights appeared on Requiem's hologram. The 
Chief was surprised to see them flickering across several of the 
planet's surfaces. Cortana hummed again. 

"The Cartographer keep acting like a transmission is coming from 
everywhere on the planet at once," she reported. "It doesn't want to 
triangulate _Infinity_'s signal." 

John looked at her thoughtful expression before having an idea. "Try 
to see where the Covenant is, " he suggested. 

Cortana gave him a puzzled look. "How come?" 

"The Covenant's going to be looking for survivors." 

Realization lit up in the AI ' s eyes. She turned back to her work. 
"Alright. Let's see what the Covenant is so interested in." 

It was then a red flash flickered across the Chief's vision and the 
hologram vanished. 

"Huh," Cortana only hummed curiously. 

"What happened?" John demanded. He didn't like surprises and even one 
as small as that got his already tense nerves on edge. 

"I don't know. It locked up." 

Before the Master Chief could question her farther, he heard a 
familiar, high-pitched hum. Multiple of them. 

John raised his SAW before the Sentinels popped up from the lower 
level of the room. Like usual, their movements were synchronized and 
they hovered together in a pack of half-a-dozen. While the Spartan 
bristled and snarled at the guardian AIs, Cortana just stared with 
her arms crossed. 

"I wondered when they would show up," she sighed. 

The Chief braced his finger on the trigger as the Sentinels suddenly 
moved. But to his astonishment, they hovered _away _from him, like he 
didn't exist. The soldier lowered his weapon and stared them. That 



was a first . 


"Come on, what are you waiting for?" Cortana snapped him out of it. 
"_Inf inity_' s not going to find itself." 

"I just hope your shortcut works out." 

"My plans always work." 

The AI raised her chin defiantly as the Chief pulled out her chip. He 
followed the ramp to the lower levels, weaving between the crawling 
monitors. The Sentinels hovered above him like vigilante guards, 
darting to one space to another, but took no notice of him. Maybe the 
former animosity he sensed was just part of his paranoia. 

A broad structure filled up the center of the room, nearly dividing 
it in half. John glanced at it to see a ramp leading to a room 
underneath it. He tilted his head. Well, it wouldn't hurt. His 
curiosity getting the better of him, the Spartan entered to 
investigate, only to find with disappointment that the room was 
barren. Or so he thought. 

"Wait, what is that?" Cortana suddenly piped. 

Something caught John's eye and he glanced over. It was a circular 
plate hanging from the wall. It was made of a pale silver 
metala€"almost white. It was a sharp contrast to the dark gray around 
it. The diameter was half the Spartan's heighta€"which was still a 
pretty good size. He narrowed his eyes at the glyphs etched into the 
bizarre plate. 

"What does it say?" he asked. 

"Guardianship for all living things lies with those whose evolution 
is most complete, " Cortana read. "The Mantle of Responsibility 
shelters allaCl Very interest ingaC 1 " 

"Maybe, but it won't help us find _Infinity_. " 

John was about to step away, but something stopped him. It felt like 
something was pulling every cell in his body, holding him in place. 
And it was pulling him towards the Forerunner sculpture. The Chief 
looked at it closely. The energy within the walls pulsed around the 
plate, like blood coming to and from the heart. John didn't even 
realize he was moving towards it, in a trance. Cortana made no sound 
to stop him. Or if she did, he did not hear her. 

The Master Chief placed a tentative hand on the center of the plate. 
The reaction was immediate. 

It felt like an electrical current shocked his arm, coursing through 
his veins to the rest of his body. John didn't even hear his own yell 
as he leaped away. Blinding white flashed over his vision and his 
Spartan instincts screamed when suddenly his surroundings became 
distorted. He lost track where the ceiling and the floor stopped. No 
doubt he would've punched something, but his body wouldn't obey. He 
couldn't _feel_ his body. He could only see the blinding colors 
flickering across his eyes. 

Suddenly the panicked frenzy calmed. John stopped flailing and his 



thoughts slowed dramatically. He felt weightless. He felt calm. He 
felt at _peace_. 

Suddenly the Chief heard a voice in his head, but it wasn't 
Cortana's. It was distant and echoing, but was soothing and had a 
melodic tone. 

So you have come," _the presence hummed. _"I have waited so 

long . 

The vision disappeared. 

The vibrant colors went away, replaced by the cold shade of John's 
surroundings. The ease on his mind was replaced by alert Spartan 
instincts. The Master Chief groaned as he blinked rapidly to improve 
his blurred vision. 

"Chief? What happened?" Cortana cried, obviously panicked by his 
sudden fit. 

"You didn't hear that?" 

"Hear what?" 

John opened his mouth to reply, but a noise stopped him. Cortana's 
frantic yelp was immediate. 

"_Covenant_! " 

Sure enough, a lone Grunt wandered into their little room. It had 
just noticed the Spartan when its head exploded by the SAW' s 
high-velocity bullets. 

_Fitting namesake_, John thought inwardly. 

However, several startled growls and yelps told his position was 
given away, so the Chief charged into the open. 

He immediately rammed into two Jackals, the reptile-birds giving 
screams of surprise. The supersoldier cut one off by snatching its 
neck. He broke it in a single squeeze. The other Jackal had more time 
to prepare, ducking behind its shield and holding out its pistol. 

John merely aimed at its feet and fired. The alien screamed, losing 
its balance and exposing its body. It only took a few bullets to the 
chest to kill it. 

Without warning the Chief's shields flared, his HUD reporting that 
the danger was from his right. Immediately he rolled away, landing in 
a crouch facing the incoming group of Grunts. His onslaught was able 
to take one down, but in a matter of seconds the SAW went dry. John 
pulled the trigger a couple more times to confirm it was out of 
ammunition. He threw it to the floor and replaced it with his Storm 
rifle. The midgets screamed as the plasma finished them off 
properly . 

It was then a sharp sound assaulted the Spartan's hearing and he saw 
a purple beam strike by his foot. He immediately traced its source 
and turned, now holding his carbine. The Jackal sniper gave a growl 
of surprise before he fired, sending it to the floor with a headshot . 
If he wasn't in the heat of battle, John would've rolled his eyes. 



Not even the snipers had good aim. 


The Spartan finally rose to face a trio of Elites. They were all 
lower-ranked with that barely-fitting armor, but they were all angry 
and armed. Two of them opened fired on him with their Storm rifles. 
Completely out in the open, the Master Chief was forced to take the 
assault. When his HUD flashed red, he dived back to the shelter of 
the sublevel room, using the threshold as a barrier. He thrust out 
his Storm rifle to return fire, but by now the Elites had found their 
own cover behind the monitors. 

"Where did they even come from?" Cortana cried over the noise of 
plasma fire. 

"How about you ask them, " the Chief retorted. 

He fired another volley at an Elite that accidently leaned too much 
from its cover. The monster barked when its shield flared. It ducked 
back behind the monitor, only for the structure to sink back into the 
floor. The alien gave a noise of dismay, but it was lost as John 
opened fired. Once the shields were depleted, the Spartan quickly 
switched to his carbine and shot the Elite in the eye, killing it 
instantly . 

_One down, two to go,_ the supersoldier noted. 

Seeing the death of their comrade, the other two Elites were more 
wary of their shelters. The Chief had the perfect idea how to flush 
them out. He chucked a primed plasma grenade in a professional throw 
over one of the monitors where an Elite was hiding. As he expected, 
there was a startled roar and the Covenant soldier blindly leaped out 
into the open. He was greeted with an onslaught of blue fire. 

The Elite's shields were just about gone when suddenly John's Storm 
rifle hummed and shut off. The volley stopped. Startled, the Chief 
smacked at the weapon to give it some "encouragement" while the Elite 
perked its head up curiously. The Spartan's HUD rung again, forcing 
him back into his cubby hole. He glanced at his newfound weapon in 
disappointment before dropping to the floor. That didn't last 
long . 

Now he was left with his carbine and grenades. As long he gave a few 
good hits, he should be good. The Chief glanced up to see an Elite 
had ducked behind a monitor in front of him, no doubt to get a better 
angle on his position. Believing he was preoccupied, the alien even 
leaped out to fire at him, only to receive a shot to the mouth. John 
lowered his weapon as the choking sound was abruptly cut off. 

_One more_. 

Unfortunately, the last one usually meant it was the smartest. His 
previous tactics were unlikely to work. The Master Chief looked 
around, trying to think of an idea. Suddenly his eyes fell on a lone 
needier on the floor several meters away. In the open. Something in 
John's head that he thought was called logic told him it was not 
worth it, however his Spartan instincts won. Plus the set of 
instincts that he believed Cortana called "craziness." 

The Spartan made a desperate leap forward, hand outstretched for the 
Covenant weapon. Like he expected, a hail of plasma greeted him, but 



his shields kept him safe. However just as John snatched the needier, 
a sharp ring filled his hearing. He lunged away just as the plasma 
grenade went off, the force of the shockwave pushing him 
forward . 

Thankfully he landed behind a monitor, using the shelter to recollect 
himself. It only needed a second as he rounded the structure to see 
the Elite had exposed itself from its stunt. It tried to duck back 
behind its cover, but the Chief was already firing his new 
weapon . 

Immediately almost a dozen pink shards of crystals flew through the 
air, racing towards the Elite at a fearsome speed. The alien didn't 
even have time to react as they attached themselves to its armor. The 
Chief watched as the crystals detonated, causing a chain reaction of 
explosions. What he wasn't expecting was how powerful the explosion 
was. It was like someone had thrown several plasma grenades at the 
Elite. The beast let out a dying roar as it was consumed by the pink 
mist . 

_Threat neutralized_. 

His radar silent, the Chief cautiously crawled out of his hiding 
place. So it seemed the rifle wasn't the only weapon upgraded. The 
Covenant may have not had any proper training, but their numbers and 
arsenal made up for it. He crossed over to the dead Elite, nudging 
the corpse with his foot. The body was covered in burns and several 
good chunks were missing. John would've pitied to the poor bastard if 
it was another creature. 

He looked around at the other corpses strewn across the room. Might 
as well as see what he could salvage. One firefight and he was 
already down over half his artillery. However as he walked over to 
the othera€"more completea€"Elite, the Spartan felt his nerves 
grating once again. He found himself bristling as his hairs stood on 
end . 

"Hey, Chief," Cortana spoke up. "Do you ever get the feeling like 
you're being watched?" 

"Yes, " John replied. 

The Master Chief whirled around just as a large shadow fell over him 
and a deafening roar racked his hearing. He was met with a solid wall 
and a flash of electricity across his vision. In reflex, John held up 
his carbine in defense, only for the weapon to be cut in half by the 
energy sword. The tip of blade nicked his chest, adding another scar 
to his already damaged armor. John stumbled away from the raging 
Elite, pulling out his needier. 

The Elite was bigger than the other ones, complete with thicker 
armor. This set was even able to cover majority of the alien's body. 
However the helmet looked more decorative than practical. A 
Zealot . 

The Covenant commander snarled in frustration upon realizing its prey 
had escaped its ambush. With a snort, the Zealot vanished, 
reactivating its camouflage. John curled his lip slightly and began 
to move away, looking in multiple directions with sharp eyes. Even 
the Covenant's best camouflage wasn't perfect. It was made to protect 



the soldier from a first glance, but they could be picked out once 
someone noticed the distortion in the air. There! 

The Chief saw the air shift and he fired. The Zealot roared in anger 
upon being found, charging forward with its camouflage still 
half-activated, making it look transparent. John lunged away, the 
energy sword missing him by a hair. He still didn't pull the trigger. 
Last thing he needed was the Elite to charge when he fired and for 
both of them to go up in the chain reaction. 

The Zealot swiped again, but the Spartan swatted the attack away with 
his needier. He planted a solid kick to the alien's stomach, sending 
it away. The monster snarled viciously and the human realized with 
dread that this thing was much bigger than him. Not to mention really 
pissed off. Suddenly John had an idea. As quickly he could, he primed 
and tossed a frag grenade. 

"Catch. " 

The Zealot actually did, snatching the death trap with both hands. It 
stared at it in surprise before its reptilian eyes practically popped 
out of its skull in horror. The Master Chief was already jumping 
away. He had just landed on the floor when the explosion went off 
behind him, the Elite's letting out a roar of agony. Not hesitating, 
the Spartan rolled over and held his weapon between his legs, pulling 
the trigger. The Zealot disappeared in a pink mist. 

There was a heavy thud as the alien slammed onto the floor. Then 
silence . 

John waited for several moments before finally crawling to his feet, 
groaning. He glanced at the needier. Empty. He didn't even give it a 
second glance as he tossed it to the ground. He went over to what was 
left of the Zealot's body, resuming his salvaging mission. 

"That Elite dropped his camo module, let's have a look," Cortana 
suggested . 

The Chief glanced down to a device lying on the floor next to the 
dead Zealot. It was obviously once a piece of armor that was only 
blown off in the explosion. Miraculously it still looked intact. Upon 
observation, John noticed it could fill in a gap of his armor 
perfectly. He didn't hesitate to clip to the small of his back. He 
let Cortana do the work. 

"I'll run a patch with your suit's firmware," she explained. "Who 
knows? It might come in handy." 

She was interrupted when suddenly a frenzy of static buzzed in John's 
helmet. John winced at the horrid noise and even went to adjust his 
corn-system, but suddenly a voice sounded. 

"Pull back! Pull back!" a human's voice screamed. John didn't 
recognize it, but he could hear the frantic fear in the man's tone 
nonetheless. "_Inf inity_' s being overrun!" 

"The ship's as big as a city!" another soldier retorted. "How is it 
being overrun?" 


A serious of screams and multiple voices followed, only to be lost in 



static . 


"_Infinity_? _Infinity_?" Cortana called, already desperately trying 
to regain the signal. "Can you read?" 

"Can you trace the transmission?" Chief demanded hastily. 

"No, the signal's too thin. I can't pinpoint it. But we need to get a 
move on . " 

"We have to find out where we're going first." 

"Blast it!" 

Without warning a noise filled the air. Automatically John snapped 
his new Storm rifle into a firing position towards the source. It 
came from the other side of the room, where he saw two bars rise from 
the ground. A loud, high-pitched sound rung throughout room as 
suddenly specs of light began spiraling between the poles. John 
blinked in surprise. That's all it took. 

Within that time, what looked like a model of a hurricane appeared in 
the space. But it was no hurricane. It was a vortex, spinning 
violently with a continuing roar. Blue matter made up the vortex, 
pulling together at a fixed point so much there was only a black 
space. The Master Chief couldn't believe what he saw. 

A portal? Slipspace? In atmosphere? 

"How didaC"?" Cortana gasped, in as much astonishment as him. Then 
she made up her mind. "Quick! Into the portal!" 

Naturally John hesitateda€"split . He never disobeyed an order, but 
charging at something he didn't what it was did not sound comforting. 
Cortana barked again. 

"Chief, go!" 

The Master Chief leaped into the vortex. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pXstrong>Anyone else always running out of ammo in Halo 4? No? 
Just me? I just suck? Okay, then . <strong> 


15. Chapter 15 

The endless green of the jungle was gradually replaced by rusty brown 
of crags. The soil was parched unlike the mud that previously made up 
the ground. The sun burned unf orgivingly overhead, scorching the 
inferior land that wasn't long ago covered by shadow. The countless 
dead trees and shrubs told of the climate's wrath. 

"How much further?" Ian demanded, moaning like an exhausted 
child . 

The Sentinel hovering ahead of him hummed. _"Be patient. 

"I was patient when you said it the five-hundredth time! I'm going to 



start saying 'are we there yet?'" 

This time the robot ignored him, continuing to glide over the rocks 
and crags while Ian was forced to painstakingly crawl over them. The 
poor boy already had dozens of cuts and scrapes from the rough 
terrain. If he didn't know better, he would be questioning his guide. 
However, the Sentinel was the only "contact" he met, and possibly his 
only chance of survival. Furthermore, somehow he could understand its 
hums and whirls. He blamed it on his instincts. Or he really was just 
going crazy. 

The Sentinel promised to take him somewhere safe. 

The Librarian is waiting for you, " _it hummed. 

"Who is the Librarian?" 

Of course the AI never answered him. Ian sighed. He _wanted _to find 
the others. The Elites. The humans. Glacier. The Chief. Even the 
Arbiter. Instead he was stuck with a mute, flying robot he could 
somehow understand. He didn't even know where he was going. _But what 
choice did he have?_ 

Ian grumbled as he weaved he way through rocks making up a steep 
ravine. He gripped onto the boulders for leverage as he heaved 
himself up, only to be rewarded with more gashes. He was really 
starting to hate this planetaO 1 

At last the human made it to the top, only to behold a sight he was 
not expecting. Ian squinted his eyes at the blinding glare, even 
holding a hand up. His vision adjusted to recognize the metallic 
reflection of the sun before him. Ian blinked at the Eorerunner metal 
that occupied the entire canyon, glowing brilliantly under the 
violent sun. The boy assumed it was once an outpost or something. 

He dropped from his perch on the boulder to fall not on desert soil, 
but shining metal. Ian glanced at his feet he conveniently landed on 
the walkway leading to the rest of the canyon. With a shrug, he 
followed it, being careful not to look at the river several dozen 
feet below the bridge, which was made of glass. He did however glance 
up to see the Sentinel rapidly gliding away, already appearing as a 
dot above the canyon. Getting smaller. 

The teenager threw up his hands. "Hey! What the hell?" Just like 
that, the Sentinel was gone. Ian dropped his mouth open in shock and 
betrayal before letting his arms fall back to his sides. "Eine, I'll 
just hang out here, then." 

Once again alone, the boy continued on across the bridge. He walked 
through the metallic canyon, observing the Eorerunner structure that 
acted like a walkway more than anything else. He peered at the back 
of the canyon to see the steel impeded into the wall. He noticed that 
the hollowed out portions at ground level must have been doors. 
Entrances to the actual outpostaG 1 ? 

Once again realizing he had no choice but to explore, Ian began to 
cross over to it. The Eorerunner metal gleamed all around him, only 
darkened by shadows from overhanging structures. It was when the boy 
was walking underneath one of these structures he felt uneasy. The 
hairs on the back of his neck stood and suddenly his muscles 



tensed . 


"I must be getting smarter because I think something's watching me," 
he muttered. 

Sure enough, there was an ear-piercing screech above him. Ian leaped 
back the instant the shadow fell over him. He moved away just in time 
for claws to occupy the space where he just stood. The boy heard a 
hiss of frustration as there was a blur of movement as the creature 
skidded to a halt. 

Ian immediately recognized it as a Kig-Yar, more specifically a 
T'vaoan. Ian remembered the UNSC had dubbed the species Skirmishers. 
Fitting name, especially as the agitated T'vaoan fidgeted in place. 
The alien was dressed in Storm battle armor, the platting protecting 
more of its vitals than anything. Its feathered arms were bare and 
its razor-sharp claws were exposed. The human gulped at one glance at 
the talons, giving the T'vaoan the chance to strike. With another 
shriek, the creature pounced. Ian leaped to the side at the last 
moment, the claws missing him by a millimeter. 

"Ole!" Ian mocked. 


The teenager ripped out the pistol from the small of his back, 
thanking both human and Sangheili gods that he had the sense to bring 
it along. Holding it the way his military father taught him, he fired 
at the Skirmisher, aiming for the gaps of armor. He struck its arm 
and even its neck, but the reptilian-bird seemed only angrier. 

However instead of pouncing again, the Covenant soldier ripped out 
its plasma pistol and fired. 

Ian cursed as he lunged out of the way. This time he wasn't fast 
enough, a bolt of plasma nicking his side. The human yelled in pain 
as the heated liquid burned his skin, but he quickly swallowed it. 
Especially as the T'vaoan believed he was weakened and lunged again. 
This time the creature successfully slammed into him, using its 
momentum to throw him to the ground with it on top of him. 

Immediately the Skirmisher snapped at Ian's face like a rapid dog, 
claws digging into his chest. The boy snatched the alien's neck to 
hold it at bay, leaning his face away from its sharpened teeth. He 
used his other hand, still clutching the pistol, to push against the 
monster's chest. 


If he couldaC 1 Without warning Ian's hearing was deafened by a clap 
of thunder. Something wet and sticky splashed over his face and neck. 
And it was warm. The human suddenly felt a dead weight on him and 
didn't feel the T'vaoan flailing on top of him. The alien was 
dead . 


With a heave, Ian pushed on the creature's chest, shoving 
him. The Kig-Yar 's neck open, bright purple blood pouring 
The boy glanced down to see his pistol still in his hand, 
purplish than silver. It took him a few moments to digest 
happened. He had shot Skirmisher. 


it off over 
from it. 
more 

what had 


Ian gave a shuddering sigh. At least his training on Sanghelios paid 
off. Or maybe it was just his survival instinct that pulled the 
trigger. Whichever one, the alien was dead, and the human was covered 
in its blood. The teenager gagged as he tried to wipe the liquid from 
his chin and chest, only to feel like it was smearing more than 



coming off. He climbed to his feet, flicking arms in further attempt 
to cleanse himself. It wasn't really working. 

Without warning Ian's world violently panned and his organs fell to 
his feet. Pain exploded from his shoulder and temple, having the 
world flash and to begin to spin. The boy moaned miserably, 
especially as the assault added fresh soreness to his battered body. 
His ringing ears could just barely make out the growls of the 
Sangheili that had thrown him. Along with the chattering of Grunts 
and Jackals. 

With a whine, Ian turned over and pressed his palms into the metal to 
push himself up. "You guys wouldn't happen to know where the showers 
are, would you?" he quipped through a strained voice. 

Suddenly a crushing weight pressed on his spine and Ian yelled as his 
forehead was slammed into the metal. He gave a squeak when he felt 
painful pressure on his ribs. The Sangheili standing on him laughed 
at his misery. _Take that as a 'no.'_ 

Ian heard the Grunts giggling away and the Jackals sniffing curiously 
at him. He only heard a couple growls and stomps of nearby Sangheili, 
not as plentiful or excitable as the others. The teenager desperately 
tried to think of a way to escape, but thought of none. The Sangheili 
was easily three times his weight, making it impossible for him to 
retaliate. Not to mention what seemed like half an army of Covenant 
around him. Ian shut his eyes and desperately tried to focus. He only 
found the pounding of a headache and his instincts out of reach, 
coiled in the depths of his mind. He was too weak to use his 
power . 

Without warning Ian felt the weight on his back vanish. Thinking 
quickly, he pushed himself up, only for it to immediately return and 
force him back to the ground. Another harsh laugh. 

The laugh was interrupted by a clap of thunder. 

The harsh sound echoed off the canyon walls, the aftereffect almost 
drowning the Sangheili 's dying choke. The weight disappeared and 
there was a heavy thud. There was the briefest pause of silence 
before the Grunts raised their tiny voices into high-pitched yells. 
The Jackals snarled and the other Sangheili roared in rage. The 
uproar was immediately followed by gunfire. _Human _gunfire. 

Ian dared to perk his head up as the yells of UNSC soldiers filled 
the air. The sound quickly competed with the noise of plasma fire and 
alien screams. Ian was already desperately scrambling to his feet 
when suddenly a hand grabbed his arm, pulling him up. 

"Got lost, d'ya?" the soldier laughed. 

"Rickey!" Ian gasped with relief. 

The young soldier grinned, his green eyes gleaming under his visor. 

"I hope you weren't planning to take that Elite all by yourself." 

"I didn't know I had a choice." 


"Well, don't worry, buddy. UNSC doesn't tolerate bullies. 



Ian couldn't help but grin along with him. "Thanks." 

Rickey looked over and his eyes lit up in alarm. "Heads up!" 

He wrapped his arm around the boy's head, forcing him to double over. 
Just in time for a gigantic bolt of green plasma to whizz 
by . 

"Rickey! Stop babbling and start shooting!" Solak screamed. 

The soldier shrugged and turned around with his assault rifle. He 
immediately released a volley of bullets, mowing down a Grunt that 
had taken aim at him with surprising accuracy. Ian raised his own 
weapon to fire into the shoulder of a Jackal, forcing the alien to 
stumbling with a screech. Another soldier's rifle took it down. 

"You got any ammo I could use?" Ian asked. 

Rickey handed him a magazine without even looking. The teenager 
quickly reloaded and took aim again, but was careful to stay close to 
the UNSC soldier. Considering he was in full body armor and the boy 
wasn't, it wasn't a bad idea to let him take a few hits instead. It 
wasn't a problem though as the young man shoved his shoulder. 

"Get to cover!" he barked. 

Not needing to be told twice, the duo leapt behind a barrier of 
metal, acting as the perfect shelter. Around them UNSC soldiers were 
doing the same with other structures, the surviving Covenant doing 
the same. Rickey began open firing again, Ian following suit. He was 
proud of his aim as he shot a Grunt's head followed by taking out a 
Jackal's knee. He attempted to fire at a Sangheili only for its 
shields to flare. Ian ducked back down, allowing Rickey to attack the 
beast with his assault rifle. The onslaught easily depleted its 
defenses and Ian saw a gush of purple blood escape. Uh, oha€ 1 

Sure enough, the Covenant soldier roared in rage and charged for 
their position. As one, both Ian and Rickey fired at the beast, only 
for Rickey's weapon to run out and Ian only to hit metal. The 
Sangheili bounded over the barrier in a single leap. Both humans 
leaped back with yells, the alien's claws missing Ian's chest by a 
hair. The teenager raised his pistol to shot at him, only for the 
Sangheili to envelope his weapon and both hands with one palm. 

Ian yelled and he swore the alien's mandibles curled in a malicious 
grin. However before the beast could inflict any damage, the Covenant 
soldier's armor lit up, but it wasn't from his shields. Bullets from 
Rickey's reloaded assault rifle ricocheted of the plates of metal, 
several at a time digging into the gaps of armor. The Sangheili was 
dead in seconds. The human lowered his weapon. 

"You okay, kid?" he demanded. 

"Yeah," Ian gasped, scrambling to his feet. 

It was then the boy heard a chorus of yells and whoops. He glanced 
over the barrier to see UNSC soldiers wandering into the open, 
corpses of Covenant strewn all over the ground. The humans had won. 
Ian couldn't help but give a sigh of relief while the rest 
celebrated, throwing their hands and weapons in the air. He noticed 



Solak nearing him. 


"Man, I'm glad you guys came," the teenager grinned. 

"We were trying to find the others, " Rickey explained. "We lost our 
radio in the crash and no one's communicat ion is working." 

"They'll find us eventually," Solak reassured. "I bet you the 
_Kaptan_ is looking for us right now." 

"Then what do you think we should do?" Ian asked. "Stay in one place 
so they have a better chance?" 

He was surprised when Solak gave a mischievous grin. "Maybe, but I 
doesn't mean we can't explore." 

Ian just gave him a confused glance, where the man simply gestured 
his head to the side. He followed the movement to see the entrance to 
rest of the outpost. The teenager couldn't help but blink. 

"Let's go have a look, shall we?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It wasn't long at all until Ian's instincts uncurled themselves 
and began to reach to his surroundings. Only they didn't attach to 
anything, creating a persistent buzz in the human's head. But that 
didn't distract him from his surroundings . <p> 

Everything was made of a cold metal. _Everything_. There wasn't a 
speck of dust or a single leaf. Ian felt like he was on a spaceship. 
The metal instead wasn't as reflective as the outside and there was 
limited lighting, casting a gloomy atmosphere. The UNSC soldiers 
didn't mind, observing their surroundings with fascination, eyes wide 
and mouths gapped. They stared at the energy pulsing across the walls 
and looked around for the light source they couldn't pinpoint. Ian 
couldn't help but join them. 

Then the Sentinels came. The robots seemed to materialize in thin air 
and raced over to the humans with a high-pitched whirl. Automatically 
the soldiers started and raised their weapons. Ian didn't hesitate to 
stop them and ordered them to lower their weapons. Naturally they 
disliked following directions from a teenaged civilian, but they 
noticed during their hesitation, the Sentinels didn't attack. The AIs 
only stared at them curiously for a moment before going back to their 
business, which was mostly hovering soundlessly. The soldiers lowered 
their weapons and moved on. 

Ian led the group further into the compound, ignoring their Sentinels 
escorts. The boy paused for a moment as the wall before them raised 
away, revealing a broad room on the other side. There was an exchange 
of glances before the party crossed the threshold. They walked onto a 
raised platform that overlooked the rest of the room, which was just 
as barren as the rest of the compound. 

Ian couldn't help but notice that he never found any computers. What 
was this place for? He paused in the center of the platform, looking 
around curiously as the rest spread out. 

"This place gives me the creeps, " a soldier commented. 



"Everything gives you the creeps, Lopez, " Rickey retorted. 


"Yeah, I know. It just feels like we're being watched, 
y ' know? " 

"Maybe it ' s them, " Solak suggested, gesturing towards the hovering 
Sentinels . 

"Yeah by the way when can we shoot them?" another marine demanded, 
glaring at the robots. 

"No, not that," Lopez drawled. "Like we're being _watched_. " 

"You're paranoid," Rickey sneered. 

Ian ignored their conversation as he found something of interest in 
the center of the room. It looked like a stack of giant rings piled 
on top of one another. The diameter of each one was Ian's height. 
However, there was a gap in them, like an opening. The teenager felt 
the buzz strengthen and his instincts shift as he neared it. He 
cautiously reached a hand out, like he was reaching towards 
something. But he didn't know what. 

At last, you have come, " _a voice gasped. 

A brilliant flash of light filled Ian's vision, nearly blinding him. 
The boy cried and leaped away. The soldiers snapped to life, whirling 
in unison with yells of their own, raising their weapons. They 
weren't the only thing that awakened. 

Suddenly there was a high-pitched ring from the structure. The rings 
began to move. To everyone's amazement, they began to levitate, 
rising into to the air with gaps in between them. There was another 
flash and a violent beam of light shot through the rings, completely 
taking up the entire diameter. Parts of the beam poured out of the 
rings like fire, like they couldn't contain it. The beam reached from 
the floor to the ceiling, and illuminated the entire room. 

The soldiers even had to shield their eyes, not daring too stare 
directly into the light. Only Ian did, staring at the beam with wide 
eyes and agape mouth. 

"Kid! Get away from there!" Solak yelled. 

Ian didn't hear him. 

Instead, Ian charged forward, racing towards the shrine. 

"KID ! " 


Ian disappeared into the light. 


16. Chapter 16 

**I decided to upload two chapters this time! Both are little short 
and I didn't want to waste different dates updating them. As well as 
get some progress in the story.** 



><p>Cold steel and burning smoke greeted the Master Chief. Scorched 
soil was beneath his feet and ragged boulders of crags surrounded 
him. Screams and sounds of art illerya€"both plasma and 
bulleta€"f illed the air, along with the distance <em>booms<em> of 
explosions. John's head spun with vertigo and disorientation. 

WhaaC"? 

"Chief!" Cortana screamed. 

A blue shade flashed across the Spartan's vision and he heard a 
familiar roar. The Chief dived into a flying leap just as the meteor 
of plasma crashed where he had just been standing. He landed on the 
ground hard with a wheeze, his shields flashing as the shockwave 
struck him. He shook his head to clear it, just in time to hear 
beastly growls. John looked up to see Elites appearing from behind 
the boulders surrounding him, looking hungry. 

Immediately the Chief rose into a crouch and fired his Storm rifle 
into one of them. The alien was dead in seconds. But more were 
coming, seemingly materializing in thin air. Now Grunts and Jackals 
were in the mix. The supersoldier gritted his teeth. _Bring it_. 

The revving of an engine stopped him from pulling the trigger. Along 
with several battle cries. John heard the bullets being released from 
the machine gun before the Warthog even came into view. The human 
vehicle came in at top speed, running over an unsuspecting Grunt with 
a high-pitched scream and kept going. The Elites let out startled 
snarls and leapt behind their cover as the gunner continued to fire 
in all directions. John just stared curiously, even as the Warthog 
completely ignored him and drove in radical patterns around the 
rocks . 

However, the distraction provided him the opportunity to observe his 
surroundings. John almost thought he was back in the crash site where 
he woke up. Barren rock completely surrounded him and the air was 
dark with thick haze of smoke. The Spartan couldn't even see the sun. 
_Because it was blocked out_. 

A _giant _steel wall loomed over the Master Chief. He craned his neck 
up and he swore he still couldn't see the sky. Maybe a slither, 
between _Infinity_'s massive hull and the overhanging trees that 
somehow weren't crushed by its crash-landing. John quickly looked 
back to the earth to see evidence that the once great starship was 
not in good shape. Countless holes, burns, and fires littered the 
structure, with giant chucks of wreckage and debris completely 
reforming the terrain. The supersoldier once again noticed the sounds 
explosions, which he noticed were constant. Only in one other 
circumstance had John experienced such. _Infinity _was under 
siege . 

Suddenly the Spartan's corn-system came back to life. 

_"Mayday, mayday!" _a male voice sounded, in a loud yell of panic. _ 
"Code Red! Hostile elements attempting to gain entrance to the 
_Infinity_ bridge. 

Suddenly more frantic yells came through the static, along with the 
roar of explosions and gunfire. 



_"They're outside the hatch!" _ 

_"Doors breached! Doors breached!" _ 

_"This is Captain Lasky to all UNSC forces: all units return to 
_Infinity_ immediately. That's an order! We're up to our necks in bad 
guys over here ! 

John didn't hesitate. "This is Sierra 117 of the UNSC _Forward Unto 
Dawn_. We're on station, ready to assist." 

"_Negative copy, sounded like you said _Forward Unto Dawn_? Come 
again-"_ 

The transmission disappeared in static. 

"Cortana, " the Chief barked. 

"Signal's bouncing in and out; I can't clean it up," the AI 
reported . 

"Covenant ? " 

"Or Requiem has really bad service." 

The Spartan scanned his surroundings. He had found _Infinity_, now he 
had to make sure it wouldn't be lost again. This time for good. The 
UNSC was scattered and obviously losing. They needed help. They 
needed a Spartan. 

The Master Chief spotted an old friend and smiled. Not hesitating, he 
weaved through the rocks, finally taking notice of soldiers and 
fellow Spartans that were securing the area. And they were taking 
notice of him. 

"I thought he was dead!" 

"Holy mother ofa€ 1 " 

"Who ' s that ? 

"What. The. What?" 

John ignored them all as he calmly neared the still intact 
Scorpion-tank. Its hatch was wide open, inviting. The Spartan ignored 
the guarding soldiers around it as he climbed in. He didn't complain 
even as he had to nearly curl into a ball to fit, the vehicle not 
being made for his size. He was used to it. Even the too-small of 
controls never felt so comforting. 

"Weapons free. Chief," Cortana cheered. "Let 'em have it!" 

Even the hanger bay was huge. It could easily fit a fleet of 
Pelicans, maybe even a small frigate. Possibly not now, though, with 
the bay crammed with vehicles and wreckage and the corpses of 
Covenant. John looked around the cold steel of _Infinity _to see 
monitors lining the walls, to see all of them going haywire and 
blinking red. The intercom was busy too, a recording constantly 
reporting multiple intrusion alerts and sustained damage. The Chief 



swore he heard more than one message play at the same time. 


Around him were exhausted survivors, weak with fatigue and relief. 
They took the break from the fighting to catch their breath, some 
even collapsing on the floor. John tried not to glare when he noticed 
a couple Spartans joining them. Mendez would've beaten them a new one 
if he ever saw that. Suddenly the Chief's HUD flashed and an image of 
a middle-aged man appeared. 

John-117, this is Captain Lasky, " _the man introduced. John 

suddenly recognized that name, especially now that it came with a 
face. In the tiny video, Lasky smiled, showing he was also 
reminiscing. _"Never thought I'll see you again. You sure picked a 
time to rejoin us . 

The Chief knew it was not a good time to catch up, so he went on to 
business. "Sir, what's our status?" 

The Covenant has completely torn apart the ship's defenses. We 

have five destroyer-class cruisers circling around _Infinity, 

_sending more troops as we speak. And we already got a lot making a 
mess of the decks . 

Even as the captain spoke, the Spartan could hear the intercom 
reporting severe damage across the entire ship. 

"What can I do to assist?" he demanded. 

There are hordes of Covenant taking up the maintenance causeway. 

There's a Mantis docked near your position. Take it. You'll need the 
extra firepower. 

Mantis? What was that? John didn't question it as he said simply, 
"Understood, sir." 

Lasky out." _The captain was about to sign off, but suddenly 

stopped. _"0h, and Chief? It's nice to have you back."_ 

With another smile. Captain Lasky 's picture disappeared. He looked 
and acted like a true captain, staying calm and in command despite 
his ship was falling apart. A lot like Captain Keyes. It was amazing 
it was the same traumatized boy from Circinius IV. The Spartan still 
remembered saving him and what was left of his squad from the 
Covenant's clutches. It was his first mission, after all. Suddenly 
John remembered something else. 

_No, even back then he was soldier. _ 

The Master Chief shook his head. Now was not the time for 
daydreaming. He was on a mission. Still, it was unlike him to have 
nostalgia. John moved towards the double doors next to him, where the 
Mantis should be. However, he was only greeted with a barren 
room . 

_It should be here, right?_ 

The Spartan walked up a ramp to see a lone panel. 

**Mantis Armor Defense System** 



**ACTIVATE** 


With a shrug, John pressed it. Suddenly a loud hiss filled the air. 
The supersoldier noticed steam rising from the cracks of a circular 
door in the floor, which he didn't notice before. With a hum, they 
opened and a hole took its place, quickly filled as a new platform 
was raised. On it was a giant mechanical exoskeleton, three times his 
height. John raised his eyebrows. Well, it certainly looked like a 
Mantis . 

"They've been getting new toys," Cortana commented. 

"Nice, " the Chief purred. 

He climbed up the back of the Mantis into the open cockpit at the 
top, ignoring the shuddering of continuing explosions. He was amazed 
that he fit into it somewhat comfortably, and the controls were 
already coming to him. The cockpit closed around him and the 
dashboard came to life. The Mantis rose from the ground, ready for 
combat . 

"The hatch to the maintenance causeway is jammed, " Cortana reported. 
"Let's do something about it." 

The Chief pressed the trigger of one of the handles. Immediately the 
Mantis's arm moved and released a burning rocket. An inferno of an 
explosion burst upon the blast door's in front of the Chief, leaving 
a very large scorch mark and a very large dent. John pressed it 
again, this time using another trigger to activate the Mantis's 
machine gun. The hatch disappeared in a cloud of smoke within two 
seconds . 

The Master Chief gave a rare, wicked grin. 

"Very nice." 

The Grunts slept soundly as they curled themselves into a ball. It 
was in the middle of a battle, but the squad had found a tight human 
chamber that seemed unused. Besides, this side of the human ship 
seemed secure. They would only be asleep for a few minutes before 
rejoining, freshened and ready for battle. Their catnap was 
interrupted as a several ton foot of the Mantis slammed down. The 
screaming Grunts disappeared in a column of debris. 

"My elevator, " Cortana sniffed. 

John gave an amused snort and waited patiently as the lift began to 
ascend . 

Chief! It's Lasky!" _the captain's voice came. _"We found the 

source of our uninvited guest problem. _Infinity_'s defenses are down 
and MAC controls aren't responding. We think it's being jammed. Bring 
it back online, and we can stage a counterattack . 

"Just tell us what to do, " Cortana replied. 

_"We've identified several Covenant jamming devices on the outer 
hull. Neutralize them and let's show the Covenant we're not some big 
paperweight . 



"Consider it done. Captain. 


By the time Lasky clicked off, the lift had raised to face another 
broad door, which was already opening. The Chief guided the Mantis 
forward onto what seemed an open deck. It was occupied by several 
guns much larger than his new vehicle. Instead of sending volleys of 
tungsten bullets, the guns were still and lifeless. 

John had a good view of the jungle once again, the exotic forest 
stretching in all directions. The sky was illuminated by fiery shades 
of the dying sun. However the scene was broken by three gigantic 
purple structures of Covenant ships, rains of plasma and Phantoms 
pouring from the hulls. The Chief looked down to the deck to see the 
Covenant jammers attached to each of the guns, guarded by Covenant 
soldiers . 

Time to get to work. 

He sent the Mantis forward, charging for a jammer with reckless 
abandon. Immediately the awaiting Covenant gave startled yelps but 
bravely opened fired on the strange machine, only for Mantis's 
shields to flare. Not hesitating, the Chief activated the machine 
gun, mowing the aliens in seconds. All that was left was the jammer. 
John grinned and manipulated the Mantis to stomp right on the 
machine, creating an explosion of plasma that completely consumed the 
exoskeleton. It was only because of its shields it still 
stood . 

"You're having way too much fun with this," Cortana commented 
dryly . 

"I like it," the Spartan shrugged. 

Without warning an alarm went off and the Mantis shuddered. The 
machine almost fell forward, but the Master Chief was able to correct 
it at the last moment. He whirled Mantis's upper body around to see a 
Banshee turning away with a ghostly sound. John fired a rocket, but 
the craft turned out of sight. The Spartan made a note to not only 
keep an eye on the ground, but the sky as well. 

He moved on to the next jammer. More Covenant awaited him, but the 
aliens had witnessed what happened to their comrades and stared at 
the machine warily. John didn't bother nearing the group, instead 
reloading the Mantis's rocket launcher. He fired the bazooka into the 
jammer, creating a bigger explosion than the first one. The result 
was knocking the aliens off their feet, either dead or dazed. 

"One more to go. Chief!" his trusty partner reported. 

He turned the Mantis back around and towards the third and final 
jammer. The terrified Covenant were already firing plasma and 
chucking grenades at him. Grunts running for their lives. The 
onslaught didn't slow the Mantis down as the Chief pushed it forward, 
the shield glowing brilliantly. Suddenly the Spartan heard a familiar 
noise and another alarm. _That won't work on me twice_. 

Immediately the human spun the upper body of the Mantis around to 
face the incoming Banshee. Suddenly John had an idea. Instead of the 
rocket like last time, the supersoldier fired the machine gun, aiming 
for one of the wings. The structure was torn apart in seconds and the 



craft screamed like its namesake. Completely losing control, the 
Banshee raced over the Mantis, spinning in a barrel roll. Right into 
the jammer. 

John actually had to look away from the brilliant explosion. 

"You really can't help yourself, can youa€ 1 " Cortana sighed. 

The Chief almost wanted to laugh. Instead, he radioed Lasky and the 
image of the human leader appeared on his HUD. "John-117 to Captain 
Lasky. Jammers neutralized." 

_" Thanks, Chief," _Lasky gasped in relief. _"MAC controls 

restored . "_ 

At his words, loud hums and clanking of metal filled the air. The 
guns came to life, rising from the deck to and barrels lifting into 
the sky. Aiming right at the cruisers. 

_" Forward MAC batteries, charging," _Lasky's voice came. _"A11 

cannons! Fire at will! Get those bastards away from my ship!"_ 

At his command, the _Infinity _lit up with cannon fire. Swarms of all 
kinds of ammunition tore through the sky at the cruisers. The show 
filled the air with brilliant light and a deafening roar. Suddenly a 
hum sounded, so loud the Chief could feel it in his chest. Without 
warning the main gun in front of him shuddered with a flash of light, 
a streak of laser shooting at a cruiser's engines. The almighty clap 
of thunder completely drowned the _boom_ of impact. 

The alien ships tore apart as quickly as the soldiers the Mantis did 
work on. Explosions of plasma and debris covered the hulls of the 
structures. A couple of the cruisers even began to sink to the 
ground, unable to bear the damage. He saw the others already turning 
away, fleets of Phantoms rising to the sky to provide escort as the 
Covenant prepared its leave. 

Cortana cheered. "It's working! They're retreating!" 

It wasn't until the cruisers were completely turned away and slowly 
moving away did the cannon fire begin to die down. 

The Chief could hear the relief filling Lasky 's voice. _"Lasky to all 
crew. We are Condition Yellow. Stand down. Section heads report in, 
begin damage assessment . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>As I'm sure you noticed, I based this chapter on the Halo 
4 level <strong>* *_Inf inity_* * * * . I skipped over parts with gameplay, 
since I didn't want to fill it with repetitive writing of blowing 
stuff up that we already seen before.** 


17 . Chapter 17 

"That was way too close, " Captain Lasky gasped. 

The man was leaning on his palms on the holopanel, not even trying to 
remain formal. His head was bowed and his eyes were dark. John had 



seen it too many times to recognize it as utter exhaustion of a 
commander that had was given no spare moment to rest. And he most 
likely wouldn't have one in a while, with the mess _Infinity _was in. 
Almost every hand was working on repairs, even the soldiers. And 
everyone in the bridge knew what exactly those repairs were, thanks 
to a raging Roland. 

Thankfully Lasky ordered him to focus on spearheading the relief 
effort and to give them privacy for a war meeting. Cortana ended up 
taking his place, even allowed to enter the system (which displeased 
both AIs; neither was keen on sharing personal space) . The top 
officers of _Infinity _crowded the room with the technicians gone, 
doors sealed. Lasky had suggested the meeting was a good way to kill 
time until the engines were repaired and _Infinity _was back in the 
air . 

"Captain, how could have this happened?" the Chief asked. 

John knew Lasky was aware of what he meant. It was all too 
convenient. According to Cortana, _Infinity _was meant to be the 
greatest ship in existence. The greatest _war_ship. Yet it had become 
completely incapacitated in just a single crash-landing. Within hours 
the hull (built for resistance against the strongest attacks) was 
torn apart, the systems were hacked (which had superb firewalls) , and 
it was moments away from being taken over (which was supposed to be 
an impossible feat itself) . All because of a group of a rogue 
Covenant. It did not add up. 

"I don't know. Chief," Lasky sighed, voice solemn as he refused to 
look the legend in the eye. "Ever since we came to Requiem, nothing 
has been going right. It's almost likeaC"" 

"The planet's working against us," John finished. The legendary 
warrior felt all eyes were on him in an instant. Including Lasky 's, 
which were serious. 

"I'm guessing you already thought about this," the captain 
commented . 

"We had a _couple _complications, " Cortana replied. "But the Chief's 
right. Even now things aren't too good. Half our communicat ions are 
still down. Whatever 's going ona€"" 

Suddenly the door opened with a hiss. 

"Tom! Get these hinge-heads away from me!" 

Immediately the occupants of the room snapped around. Commander Sarah 
Palmer was storming through the threshold, followed by a party of 
Elites. The Arbiter anda€"what was it? VeraC" Hell with it. 

Glacier . 

The new party was not in good shape. Several scars were across 
Palmer's armor, especially a nasty, scorched gash across her chest. 

An energy sword, and judging by the depth, a couple of more inches 
and it would've ripped out her heart. The Arbiter and Glacier's armor 
were not as cringe-worthy, but there were several scrapes and 
splatters of blood. Thel 'Vadam's once shining golden armor was dull 
and filthy and a sizeable dent was on Glacier's breastplate. While 
the aliens still adorned their ceremonial helmets. Palmer's helmet 



was off, revealing her copper hair in disarray and feral 
look . 


"You're not suitable company, either," Glacier grumbled behind 
her . 

Thel gave his subordinate a snort of warning and it almost looked 
like the human was about to round on him, but Lasky quickly showed 
up . 

"Commander Palmer, glad you could join us, " the man sighed. "Good to 
see you in one piece." 

The Spartan sneered. "Barely." 

She picked a spot by the holopanel and wisely clipped her mouth shut. 
The Elites also settled, but not as close. There were four in total: 
Thel 'Vadam and Glacier with two Elites that could've been guards or 
commanders. Only the Chief, Lasky, and few brave souls remained where 
they were. The rest were subtly stepping away from the beasts, 
sending suspicious glares. They had just survived an attack, after 
all. The guests pretended not to notice. Captain Lasky attempted to 
ease the tension in the room by continuing on. 

"Arbiter, what's the status of the Elites?" he questioned. 

"The _Unyielding Eaith _and _Eternal Night_ have survived the battle 
and landing, however the _Eternal Night _is highly damaged, " the 
Elite leader reported. "None other ships survived. However, I have 
sent scouting parties to search for the rest of our brothers, as well 
stranded humans and Covenant." 

"Is the _Eternal Night _mobile?" 

"No. _Unyielding Eaith _will be its escort until repairs are 
made . " 

"Alright, then we'll go to you once the engines are back online. I'll 
tell the search parties to collect your guys, as well." 

The Chief had a feeling Lasky said the wrong thing, and he was right. 
'Vadam flexed his mandibles in agitation like he was just 
insulted . 

"That will not be necessary. Captain," the Arbiter said curtly. "We 
take care of our own." 

The human blinked but said nothing. The Chief wasn't really 
surprised. He remembered something about thata€"that the Elites were 
a proud species. They would never accept pity or assistance, even 
from their closest ally. He recalled they were like that during the 
Battle of the Arka€"staying on their side of the battlefield while 
the humans stayed on theirs, only coming together when they had to 
combine their might. 

Lasky 's slipup made John wonder if he knew much about Sangheili 
culture. It could complicate things if he didn't, since he was one of 
the leaders of the joint operation. However, the Spartan looking at 
the captain's contemplating gaze, he noticed Lasky didn't seem 
ignorant, but _careful_. Like he knew he was walking on thin ice. 



meticulously plotting out his path, but aware his support could 
shatter at any moment. It was then the Master Chief realized. This 
alliance was a lot like thin ice. It may be more strained than it was 
on the Ark. 

John narrowed his eyes as he glanced between the two parties. The Ark 
had a common goal, a common enemy: to stop the Covenant's lies once 
and for all and to save all sentient life in the galaxy. It was not 
as straightforward here. Jul 'Mdama was a Sangheili extremist leading 
other Elites, pursuing an unknown goal. And it was obvious the Elites 
were still divided and the humans had no desire to continue a war 
they thought was over. No, this was not straightforward at all. 

A hum filling the air interrupted his thoughts. A shudder was quickly 
to follow. The Chief glanced around to see outside, the jungle was 
sinking below them. Cortana's avatar materialized. 

"Engines are fixed. Captain, " she reported. 

"Thanks, Cortana, " Lasky replied. "Give Roland and the mechanics my 
gratitude . " 

The AI nodded and she stared into space as she relayed the message. 
The humans, meanwhile, went on with the meeting. 

"So we have a game plan. Captain?" Palmer asked. 

"It is same as before," Glacier cut in, "terminate Jul 'Mdama." 

"We lost track of him during the battle before the fleet went down, " 
Lasky reported. "Assuming he survived the crash, then he must be 
somewhere on the surface. Most likely wherever the Covenant is 
massing . " 

"Which our scouts will report any moment now, " Cortana piped. 

"But right now it's best we focus on remobilizing our forces. 

Wea€"" 

"No, " the Arbiter interrupted. "Each moment we waste, the longer 
'Mdama has to build his forces." 

The Chief, who had been mostly silent throughout the meeting, spoke 
up. "The Arbiter's right. He's vulnerable. Now is our chance to 
strike . " 

Captain Lasky looked split. "He isn't the only one. Chief," the man 
sighed . 

Suddenly there was a yellow flash. Roland appeared. "Really sorry to 
interrupt the meeting. Captain, but I really think you should see 
this . " 

Suddenly a hologram filling the entire table appeared. Roland and 
Cortana stood on the edge of it while the organics leaned closer. 

John realized it was a layout of some rough terrain, not too 
dissimilar from the crags he first woke up in. However, he noticed 
some parts of the terrain were too smooth and straight, telling it 
was metal. Some sort of outpost, then. 



Suddenly the image of a Pelican flew over the map. However as soon as 
the craft appeared, red specks lit up the hologram and the human ship 
flashed. Like a bird hit by a stone, the Pelican listed over and fell 
onto the terrain, crashing out of sight. John blinked and he sensed 
the rest were staring in horror and shock. Roland explained as the 
scene unfolded. 

"One of our scout teams just got shot down on its way back from 
patrol," he said. "What they found before they crashed wasa€ 1 
interesting . " 

It was then those red specks took shape into Elites, taking up the 
entire outpost. A base. Roland snapped his fingers. 

"Anda€"" 

The holograms zoomed in on one, the figure replacing the entire map. 
Several of the humans started and the Elites in the room snarled. 

John narrowed his eyes as he immediately recognized the Elite. Jul 
' Mdama . 

Captain Lasky was stern. "At least we know where he is now," he 
muttered . 

"That's not all. Captain," Roland said. 

The image returned to the terrain, once again zooming in on the 
Covenant base. It showed a group of Elites dragging figures that were 
in a different color, these ones significantly smaller but just as 
familiar . 

"Oh my God, those are soldiers, " Palmer gasped. 

"They are taking prisoners, " Glacier growled. 

"They are if they're still alive," the Arbiter commented dryly. John 
noticed what he meant: only a couple of the soldiers were still 
moving . 

The new information snapped Lasky into action. "Roland, prep an 
assault team. I want troops on the ground. See if fireteams Crimson 
and Majestic are still operational. They work well together." 

"Yes, Captain," the AI hummed obediently. 

It was then John took notice of that nagging feeling he had the 
entire meeting, like something was missing. He glanced around, 
failing to see a small, observing figure. 

"Wait, where's Ian?" he demanded. 

The room froze. The officers just stared in confusion, while a look 
of horror fell over Lasky 's face. Palmer glanced at him with a 
similar look. The Master Chief wondered if the Elites could show 
panic, but it was pretty damn close. Their mandibles went agape like 
they were snarling and their eyes widened. The Arbiter was the first 
to recompose himself, narrowing those fierce amber eyes into 
slits . 

"I thought he was on your ship," he snarled. 



"Ia€"" 


Lasky choked, but was unable to finish his sentence. 


John could tell the teenaged boy hadn't even entered the man's mind. 
He couldn't blame him, since at one point the Chief was the exact 
same. Especially these last few hours, where his highest priority was 
survival. But the Spartan could tell Tom had no desire to tell the 
Elites that. 

Glacier glared at Roland. "Is he, construct?" he asked. 

"Uha€ 1 I'm not seeing hima€ 1 " 

"Where the hell is he, then?" Palmer demanded. 

Glacier looked at Thel 'Vadam with that panic-like expression. It was 
obvious since Ian wasn't on the ship, it meant he was one of the 
survivors stranded on Requiem. _If _he survived. However, John felt 
something in his stomach. He took a step forward, glaring at the 
hologram of the Covenant base. Why would the Covenant go there, of 
all places, if it was already occupied by humans? And it didn't seem 
that impressive of a structure. That could only meanaC 1 

Captain Lasky followed the Spartan's gaze. His skin went pale. "Oh, 
noa€ 1 " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Jul 'Mdama stormed through the Eorerunner base. The scent of 
human blood filled the air, along with the stench of charred skin due 
to plasma damage. The Covenant leader stepped over the corpse of a 
human soldier like it was nothing more than an obstacle. He 
completely ignored the several others strewn across the floor. His 
subordinates would take of them. They were already setting to work. 
Instead, Jul was much more interested in another feature. <p> 

He cautiously neared the shrine, staring in awe at the light that 
poured from it. It was like the light of a godaC 1 However, the dark 
silhouette inside was no god. Close, perhaps, but no. 

Ian was suspended in the beam, levitating in the gleam like he was 
captured by some strange magic. His eyes were closed and he was 
completely unmoving, comatose. Unaware he was completely surrounded 
by his enemy. 

Jul curled his mandibles into a grin. Sooner or later, he would have 
to come out . 


18. Chapter 18 

Blinding white light filled Ian's vision. He felt weightless, more so 
than in zero-gravity. His mind, which had been constantly racing and 
strained from stress and his instincts for God-knows-how-long, was 
finally at peace. He could think clearly and slowly. But most 
importantly, he felt _safe_. Like nothing dangerous could touch him. 
The boy couldn't remember the last time he felt like that. 

The brilliant light finally began to fade, but he realized he floated 
in an empty realm that reminded him of slipspace. Specs of light 



floated around him, like stars. However, the realm wasn't completely 
empty. As the light faded, a silhouette appeared. 

"For so long I have waited, " a calm, soothing voice spoke, distinctly 
female. It was strange. Ian swore he heard it clearly, but it seemed 
to echo in his mind. "It gives me no greater pleasure than to finally 
meet you, Ian Paden." 

Ian couldn't remember the last time someone had said his full name. 

He almost forgot it. The boy raised his hand and squinted his eyes to 
see clearly. "Are youa€ 1 the Librarian?" 

She appeared human and not human. She was certainly _humanoid_, and 
definitely had more of a resemblance than most aliens Ian had meet. 
But that's where the similarities ended. First of all, she was 
_tall_. At least twice as much as Ian and most likely taller than the 
Chief, perhaps the Elites. Maybe the giant Xytan 'Jar Wattinree would 
feel intimidated. 

From what skin Ian saw, it was ghostly pale and almost translucent, 
but perfectly flawless. Her eyes were like a human's: a white sclera 
surrounding an iris and pupil. They were pitch-black and deep with 
limitless wisdom. However instead of a knob of flesh for a nose, she 
only had slits that passed for nostrils. Her pale lips were 
thin . 

The Librarian wore a silver, shimmering dress, which almost looked 
like steel. The train even passed her feet. She wore a strange metal 
headdress, which nearly swallowed her entire head. It pressed against 
her cheeks and hid away her hair, assuming she had any. Ian didn't 
know much about alien standards, but he wanted to say she was 
_beautiful_. The Librarian radiated, with knowledge or beauty or 
power, he did not know. Maybe all three. 

The Librarian smiled down at him. "Yes, I am what remains of the 
Forerunner once known at the Librarian. My memories were retained to 
assist humanity on their path to the Mantle. Though sadly, that plan 
is now at risk . " 

"The Covenant," Ian filled in. "They're after something, aren't 
they ? " 

The Forerunner nodded solemnly. 

"What is Jul looking for?" 

Suddenly the realm vanished, the deep colors replaced by that 
familiar blinding light. Instead of empty space, solid metal appeared 
beneath Ian's feet. Broad pillars surrounded him. The Librarian waved 
her hand and gestured behind Ian. 

"He seeks thisa€"the Composer, " she explained. 

A massive hologram of some device appeared. It was made of flawless 
Forerunner metal, its heart glowing brilliantly. It looked 
harmlessa€"plain, evena€"but Ian felt chills crawling up and down his 
spine, freezing his body to the bone. It was so intense his skin 
crawled, like there were dozens of insects. The boy shuddered. No, 
this devicea€"the Composera€"was anything but harmless. Even thinking 
of its name filled him with dread. 



"It was a device that was built to contain the greatest enemy the 
Forerunners faced," the Librarian explained. She looked at Ian. 

"You. " 

Ian snapped his gaze towards her. The ancient Forerunner looked 
solemn as she waved her hand again. 

Suddenly all the air was sucked from Ian's lungs and he felt like he 
was on a rollercoastera€"that he was motionless, but everything was 
going by so fast. Dozens of images flashed across his vision, so 
briefly he couldn't recognize he was seeing. Suddenly the images 
slowed. Ian saw what was unmistakably a warzone spread before 
him . 

Across a barren, charred ground silhouettes of warriors writhed. They 
wore high-tech armor that covered their entire body, almost looking 
like knights. However, Ian saw differences between them. One set of 
knights were tall and imposing, complete with flawless, shining 
armor. The others were shorter with more rugged plating, but just as 
protective. Different colored lights shot through the air, looking 
more like energy than plasma. Aircrafts Ian never seen before raced 
overhead with roars. They cut through the black sky, which was 
darkened by smoke and storm clouds. Fires burned on the horizon. It 
truly looked like a scene from hell. 

Suddenly the Librarian's voice sounded in Ian's mind, but it was much 
more solemn and chilling than before. 

Mankind spread into the stars with an unexpected, desperate 

violence. Entire systems fell before our Warrior-Servants rose to 
halt the aggression . 

Without warning, the flashing lights stopped and the aircrafts 
disappeared. All of the knights fell, unmoving. Dead. Ash fell onto 
them like snow. The air was still and dead. 

When we finally exhausted the humans, after a millennia, the 

sentence was severe. 

The battlefield was replaced by silhouettes. Ian wanted to cover his 
ears, but couldn't, as bloodcurdling screams came from them, faces 
twisted with agony. Voices begged for mercy, only for it to never 
come. Ian wanted to close his eyes from keep from seeing this, but 
the visions continued. 

The tortured silhouettes were replaced by ones running, but it was 
slow and agonizing, as if they were traveling through syrup. As if no 
matter how much they ran, it would not be enough. 

We had no way of knowing that the Forerunners were not your only 

enemy. Humanity hadn't been expanding. They were _running_. 

It was then monstrous roars filled the air that made Ian's stomach 
churn and the insects on his skin to multiply. He watched deformed 
figures race after the running silhouettesa€"humansa€"and 
disappearing into the darkness. The Flood. 

The teenager had never seen it, but from the stories he had been told 
he was sure he never wanted to. Sangheili were almost never fazed. 



But he could still remember the terror that filled the teller's voice 
when they described the abomination. And the stories themselves were 
never pleasant. Now actually seeing them, Ian could understand the 
Sangheili's terror, and that the stories did no justice. He suddenly 
felt like that little boy again from two years ago. He wanted to go 
and hide and never come out again. All his confidence and strength he 
had built was completely sapped. That was the effect of the 
Flood . 

Weakened from our conflict, we were no match for the parasite 

which pursued you . 

The noble knight sa€"Forerunnersa€"returned, but Ian knew they were 
scared. The demonic voices filled the vision again as the Flood 
surged towards them, crashing down on them like tidal wave. Like a 
flood they could not escape. Flawless metal was replaced by infected, 
dead flesh. Dying screams were replaced by howls of victory. 

Ian knew if he still had his body, he would be trembling. He 
suspected he was. _Make it stop_. But the horror continued. 

We were desperate to repel the Flood. We did everything in our 

power. Only for our own endeavors to betray us. We turned to the 
Composer . 

The image of the _real _Composer flashed, a flawless metal that 
glowed with power. Pictures began flickering across Ian's vision 
again. DNA helixes, liquid metal, melting flesh. He couldn't 
understand. It was too fast. 

In the Forerunners' quest for transcendence, the Composer had 

been intended to bridge the organic and digital realms. It would have 
made us immortal. But its results soured. The stored personalities 

fragmented, and our attempts_ _to return them into biological 

states created only abominations . 

It was safe to say the images Ian saw were "abominations." 

"_The Flood only assimilated living tissue. We thought if we could 
use the Composer as a weapon, we could have a chance . But we failed. 
We could not control the Composer. We could not stop the Flood. The 
Forerunners made plans for a final, great journey. 

The Composer was replaced by a familiar ring-shaped world, energy 
spiraling within it like a galaxy. There was a brilliant flash of 
light and the vision faded. 

Ian was on his metal platform. Like he feared, he was shaking and his 
breath was uneven. He wanted to collapse on his knees, but the boy 
forced himself to listen as the Librarian went on. 

"We sealed the Composer here, never to be used again, " she 
explained . 

Suddenly a sense of horror washed over Ian, more so than when he saw 
the vision of the Flood. "Jula€l he wants to use the Composer against 
humanity . " 

The Librarian nodded solemnly, something that almost looked like fear 
in her eyes. "Yes. He will destroy your entire race if he 



succeeds . " 


"Howa€l how to we stop him?" 

"Oh, young Reclaimer, when I indexed mankind for population, I 
planted seeds. Seeds, which would lead to eventualities. You are the 
accumulation of a thousand lifetimes of planning." 

Ian wondered if his skin could crawl any more intensely. He felt his 
instincts flare, forcing pieces of his mind to click into place. The 
human realized. "Youa€l gave me my powers." 

The Forerunner nodded eagerly, relief in her deep eyes. "I realized 
the Forerunners' time had come to an end. I needed to ensure to keep 
balance in the galaxy, the Mantle must be passed on. I had to secure 
humanity's ascension. I had to give them hope. Ian Paden, you fulfill 
the Composer's original purpose. The bridge between man and 
machine . " 

Ian shook his head, not believing what he was being told. "Why me? 
What makes you think that I can guide humanity toa€ 1 the 
Mantle? " 

The Librarian smiled and shook her head. "No, not guide. Protect. You 
are destined to safeguard humanity's evolution and to take our place 
as Guardians of all Living Things. You, are our Gladiator." 

Her words didn't make Ian feel any better. The boy looked down at his 
hands. But now everything made sense. For as long as he could 
remember, he always felt out of place. Like he didn't belong. An 
outsider. He had tried to ignore it, and tried to live as normal like 
as he could. Being on Earth, safe from the war and given as much 
freedom as he liked, it wasn't too hard. But there were incidents. 

A fried computer, a blackout, a car coming to life on its own. 
Numerous others that he could never explain. It wasn't until the 
Covenant had captured him for his power he realized what he was 
capable of, and even then, he didn't know what he _was_. Ever since 
he was desperate for answers, only to find more questions. _But now 
it made sense_. 

He was not a human. He was not a Sangheili. He was a Eorerunner. He 
was a Gladiator. 

Ian balled his hands into fist. "What do I have to do?" he asked. He 
was surprised his voice had deepened with seriousness. 

An object suddenly appeared in the Librarian's hand. It was in the 
shape of a rounded rectangle, like a cigar case or something. It was 
anything but as it was made of the same flawless metal of the 
Eorerunners, completely solid. Like all Eorerunner technology, it 
hummed with energy with rays of light cutting through it. Ian was 
surprised to see two different shades: red and blue. 

"This is the Janus Key," the Librarian explained. "It unlocks the 
Composer . " 

"Why give this to me?" Ian asked. He didn't reach for it. 

"Someone must undo what we have wrought. It is up to you, young 



Gladiator, to erase our sins and make amends." She held out the Janus 
Key towards him. "Take this and destroy the Composer. Secure 
humanity's ascension. Claim your destiny." 

It still felt so surreal to Ian. Like this was simply a dream. But it 
wasn't. It was _real_. It was what he was meant to do. The human 
swallowed and held out his hand. Slowly, carefully, he wrapped his 
fingers around the Janus Key. 

The world turned white. 

Ian gasped as suddenly air was forced into his lungs and limbs became 
heavy as they were captured by gravity. But he felt no stable ground 
beneath his feet as he was thrown through the air. Only to crash into 
something hard and cold. 

Ian wheezed as something wrapped around his chest, applying pressure 
to his stressed lungs. He felt something else gripping his forearm, 
threatening to break it. He heard a strange, garbled growl. It took 
him several long moments to realize it was language and to translate 
it . 


And what it this?" _Jul 'Mdama purred. 

Ian was filled with horror. "_No_! " 

It was too late. Jul pried the Janus Key from Ian's grip, throwing 
him down in the process. The poor boy crashed onto the unforgiving 
ground with a cry. His head spun and he could barely move. His body 
radiated with soreness. His vision was blurry, but he could easily 
smell the scent of death. 

Jul growled again. _"This is the Librarian's gift? Filled with 
Forerunner secrets?"_ 

Ian stumbled awkwardly to his feet. "Get your filthy claws off of 
it ! " 


He only greeted with a smack to the head, sending him back to the 
floor . 

"Hey! " 

The new voice caught their attention. 'Mdama snapped around and Ian, 
dizzy and in pain, lifted his head miserably. He was greeted with a 
Spartan, but he didn't recognize him. The man (as it obviously was) 
was wearing cobalt blue armor and shorter than the Chief, but he held 
himself confidently as he aimed his assault rifle at the Covenant 
leader . 

"Step away from the kid," he ordered in a threatening voice. 

Jul 'Mdama roared in rage. Ian tried to crawl away, only to cry when 
the Sangheili stepped on his arm. _"Blasphemy! Guards! Rid of the 
interloper ! 

Suddenly up to a dozen Sangheili leaped from the shadows, armed with 
energy swords. The Spartan stood unfazed. 


"Majestic!" he yelled. 



It was then four more figures dressed in the same colored armor 
appeared, guns lighting up as they opened fire. Sangheili's screams 
filled the air. Jul 'Mdama roared again. 

Suddenly Ian felt an iron grip on his elbow, forcing him to his feet. 
All energy sapped from him and his head spinning with disorientation, 
all the teenager could do was pound weakly at Jul ' s armor. It was 
useless as the giant Sangheili easily hefted him up under his arm, 
holding him like a sack of flour. The captive could only struggle 
feebly. He felt Jul moving away. 

"Help!" he yelped. 

Thankfully one of the Spartans noticed, but the team was too busy 
with the Sangheili guards that surrounded them. The supersoldier 
glanced to another. 

"Thorne, go!" he roared. 

"Right!" the Spartan, Thorne, replied. 

He charged after them, but Jul had already turned around and was 
leaping into a sprint. Uncomfortable was the least Ian felt. 
Thankfully the Covenant leader didn't run far, skidding to a halt at 
the back of the chamber. He loosened his hold on the human slightly, 
allowing Ian's legs to touch the ground. But the boy was too weak to 
hold himself up, forced to cling onto the alien's arm to keep from 
falling. He faintly heard heavy stomps as Thorne caught up to 
them. 

"Let him go!" the Spartan demanded. 

Jul only hissed his refusal. Suddenly a high-pitched sound split 
Ian's hearing and he felt his hair stand on end. He looked up to see 
a swirling vortex of energy. A portal? From his awkward angle, he 
glimpsed Thorne falter. 

"The hellaCl?" he gasped. 

"Thorne!" a voice snapped. 

A new Spartan appeared, and Ian recognized this one. Commander 
Palmer, complete with her helmet and double pistols. Both were aimed 
at Jul. Ian didn't know if it was his instincts or his observation, 
but something told him she was about to shoot. 

Thorne noticed as well. "Palmer, no! He has a hostage!" 

Ian saw Jul looking down at him. The Sangheili's lifeless, 
fury-filled eyes were terrifying. _"You're coming with me . 

Ian heard a gun go off and a scream as he disappeared into the 
portal . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Poor Ian cannot catch a break. Survived a crash-landing, 
wandered through jungle for hours, suffered vivid hallucinations, and 
smacked around by an alien. Tell me you won't be tired after all 



that . <strong> 


**Now you understand why I decided to make this a technical AU, since 
I'm completely screwing around the plot and ignoring the existence of 
all post-Halo 4 events. Sorry if I made the last few chapters too 
identical to the game, even borrowing a lot of quotes. I tried to 
avoid that, but had little to work with and I admit it was kind of 
fun. However, from now on I will detach from game events and keep it 
fresh for all of you.** 


19. Chapter 19 

"They were there just for _him_! " Palmer roared. With a yell of rage, 
she slammed her fist onto the holopanel, leaving a sizeable 
dent . 

"Hey!" Roland snapped. "Easy on the Spartan superpowers! My ship is 
not a punching bag!" 

"Sarah, calm down, " Lasky suggested, but in a tone that made it sound 
like a command. 

The Spartan commander just glared at him with fury burning in her 
eyes. "And what about all those good soldiers that were killed today, 
Tom? The Covenant _tortured _those prisoners. They shot down a 
Pelican. And what about the mess Paden made when he was here the last 
time?" She fidgeted in place, stressed. "God knows who else is 
next . " 

The Master Chief glanced back and forth between her and the Elites. 
Like he feared, the gigantic aliens were getting increasingly 
agitated at the commander's insults. John himself wanted to silence 
her. Spartans couldn't afford to have a tantrum. They were to shoot 
or follow another plan, whether it came from command or impromptu. 
Raging in _Infinity_'s bridge would not save Ian. 

However John was forced to understand her frustration. By the time 
the Majestic Team arrived, only a handful of soldiers were left. The 
rest were executed or died from interrogation (what the Covenant 
possibly expected from them, he didn't know) . Even the Spartan 
believed it was a waste. And if he understood the story correctly, 
the fireteam was seconds away from killing Jul 'Mdama. They would 
have, if the alien hadn't been using Ian as a meat shield. That would 
make anyone frustrated. 

The Chief glanced over to see the Elites exchange glances. And they 
weren't amused. 

"Perhaps the Sangheili should search for Ian, " the Arbiter suggested, 
trying his best to keep formal. John was always amazed how the Elite 
could always hide emotions. Only a Spartan could do that. Possibly 
why they became such close comrades. 

"With all due to respect, we go in this together. Arbiter, " Lasky 
replied. "Ian is a human." 

"That's still up to debate," Palmer grumbled. 

Unfortunately she didn't say it low enough. Glacier snarled, the 



brunt of it aimed at her. John's skin crawled. The ice was breaking. 
Someone had to freeze it. Fast. 


"A human you do not care for," the Elite general accused. "It has 
been the Sangheili that have protected hima€"not you." 

"Should I get a mediator?" Roland piped up. His comment was ignored 
as Palmer glared right back at the alien. 

"Maybe because you _kidnapped_ him!" 

"Because you failed to safeguard him!" 

"Oh, whose possession was he in when the brat got himself 
caught ? " 

"_You _vermin!" 

"ENOUGH!" a voice commanded. 

The entire bridge flashed blue and Cortana's avatar popped up, her 
hologram taking up the entire table. She waved her hands between 
Glacier and Palmer. 

"Eour-year-olds are not as bad as you, " she reprimanded. "You two are 
galactic warriors protecting life as we know it. _Act like it_. " 

The Chief couldn't help but give an amused smirk. Leave it to Cortana 
to fix an ugly situation. Or better yet, act like her mother hen self 
and scold two of the greatest commanders in the galaxy. The 
quarreling duo glared daggers at each other, but they made no signs 
of speaking or even moving. Cortana put them in place by giving them 
her own glares, placing her hands on her hips. 

"So maybe if I talk to you like children, you'll understand," she 
went on, voice thick with a condescending tone. "You guys are arguing 
over your favorite toy. Both of you want it back. So work together to 
do it. And if you hate the dog that took it so much, shoot the 
goddamned dog and blast it to pieces ! " 

John never expected to be so overjoyed that Cortana was not his 
mother. A strange feeling was the least way to describe it. Lasky 
glanced between back and forth. 

"That was an interesting analogy, but she has a point, " he commented. 
He gave a stern glare at Palmer. "Commander Palmer, stand 
down . " 

Somehow the Spartan relented. She gave an exasperated sigh which 
released her from her frozen state. She rolled her eyes and looked 
away. Meanwhile the Arbiter snarled something in his own tongue, 
producing a similar result from Glacier. The commander growled and 
went silent. 

Although the incident had passed, all muscles were tight and tension 
hovered in the air, thick enough to suffocate. Naturally Lasky tried 
to mild down the situation by forcing the meeting to 
continue . 

"Cortana has the right idea, " he said. "We need to find out what the 



Covenant is up to. Our objective is to locate and rescue Ian Paden 
and eliminate Jul 'Mdama." 

"But which is the priority?" Palmer demanded. 

"Both. " 

John remained silent while Palmer looked at an interesting spot on 
the wall, obviously trying not to have another tantrum. Doing 'both' 
was strategically improper. You couldn't send a team with a mission 
to destroy _and _save. The orders contradicted each other. Even if 
you sent more than one, than the two teams would conflict. Possibly 
costing the battle or worse. They had to choose one: Jul or Ian. 

The Chief didn't like it. Jul was a threat and had to be eliminated. 
There were no words to describe how valuable Ian was. There was no 
choice between them. The Spartan wanted to berate himself. Since when 
was a little boy worth more than the greatest threat to humanity 
since the Prophets? 

_Since Ian_, John countered. No, they would accomplish both. Ian 
would be saved and 'Mdama would be killed. Even if the Master Chief 
had to complete the mission himself. Roland's voice interrupted his 
thoughts . 

"Well, I can help with the Covenant's location," the AI piped. 

He snapped his fingers and a map appeared across the table, like 
before. Instead of desert crags, John recognized the sharp basin of a 
valley. Since it was all one shade of blue, he couldn't tell what the 
vegetation was like, but he had a feeling it wasn't as barren as the 
previous environment. Smooth metal took up half of the valley, 
swallowing the entire walls. Another forerunner outpost, 
then . 

Suddenly another set of color flashed across the screen. John widened 
his eyes at the amount of red that covered the valley. Covenant 
completely filled the outpost and their equipment and soldiers lay 
across the basin floor, like they were setting up a base. Phantoms 
and banshees hovered across the hologram and John even spotted a 
miniature version of a cruiser looming in the background. 

"If this is not massing, I don't know what it is," Roland 
commented . 

However, John just shook his head. "Something's not right. The 
Covenant wouldn't gather so many forces in one placea€"not without 
securing a zone, first." 

Lasky's stare hardened. "You're right. Chief," he murmured. "It's too 
easy . " 

"It's like they want us to find them," Palmer muttered. 

"Because they do, " the Arbiter agreed. All eyes turned to him as he 
finished. "Which means it's a trap." 

"As much as I'm tempted to suggest a bombing run, 

"no doubt Ian's in there. Jul ' s taunting us." 


Cortana drawled 



"Now I'm really starting to hate him," Sarah snarled. Whether she was 
talking about Ian or Jul, John had no idea. 

Roland looked to Lasky. "What's your idea. Captain?" 

Eyes turned back to the human leader. The man straightened and 
crossed his arms across his chest. He placed a hand on his chin and 
narrowed his eyes in thought. 

"Arbiter, how's the _Eternal Night_?" he asked. 

"Nearly operational, " Thel answered. "Repairs will be finished 
soon . " 

"Will it be ready for a fight?" 

Now eyebrows rose as the alien only blinked. "I believe so." 

Cortana looked at Lasky with a cocked eyebrow, intrigued. "What are 
you thinking. Captain?" 

Tom dared to smile. "I think I have an idea. But first, we need a 
scout team to check that base." 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Ian didn't know what happened after he slipped through portal. He 
lost consciousness the moment the black void greeted him. However, he 
remembered hearing a series of noises as his body tried to force 
itself awake. Strange snarls that he couldn't translate, clanging of 
metal, and heavy bangs. As he fluttered his eyelids, he felt cold 
touching his skin and waves of soreness radiating through his 
muscles. He felt light-headed, like he was being swung back and 
forth. Because he was.<p> 

Ian opened his eyes to see a disembodied head of a Sangheili hovering 
over his, thankfully not paying any attention to him. His brain 
quickly translated that the "cold" was metal of armor. And he put the 
two together to realize he was being carried. The teenager gave a 
shout of alarm. The minor carrying him glanced downa€"start leda€"but 
Ian was already snatching a hold on the alien's armor. 

Apparently as crappy as he felt, the boy had recovered somewhat from 
his ordeal. He concentrated on that lonely corner of his mind, 
immediately feeling the pull of his powers. They latched on to the 
Sangheili 's armor, feeling the technology thriving within it. Ian's 
world turned green and a deafening roar filled his senses. 

He couldn't help but give a yell of pain when he brutally slammed 
onto the ground. The Sangheili crashed next to him, dead and charred 
from the attack. Ian's head spun but he felt his instincts going 
wild. After what felt like so long of being restrained, his powers 
relished being released. But something was different. He felt in 
_control_. Like his instincts were connected to his will now, now 
just him at its mercy. It relieved and terrified him. Had the 
Librarian done this to him? 

His instincts registered them before Ian even heard the startled 
growls. He glanced up to see half an army of Covenant filling the 
room, mostly Grunts and Sangheili. And they did not look happy. 



Immediately Ian snatched up the plasma rifle from the Sangheili he 
had just killed and fired it into the crowd of aliens. Automatically 
they scattered with yells. Ian noticed the opening of a doorway in 
the corner of his eye. Killing a Grunt that had strayed into the 
open, the boy dived for the exit. Only when he did, a wall 
materialized before him. 

Ian skidded to a halt just before the Zealot swiped his claws in the 
space the human was about to occupy. The Sangheili snarled, flexing 
all four of his mandibles, showing a displaying of his needle-like 
teeth. Too much adrenaline was pouring in the boy's veins for him to 
comment. The human raised his rifle to fire at the alien, only for 
the giant to snatch the weapon and hold it away. That didn't faze 
Ian . 

With a sigh through his nose, the teenager dared to close his eyes 
and attached his instincts to the systems within the Zealot's 
ceremonial armor. It produced a similar result to the first one. Ian 
whirled around to see the over Covenant warily staring at him, as if 
unsure to attack or flee. The boy decided to give them a hint. 

><em>"Stay back!" <em>he roared. _"0r I will kill you all!"_ 

Without waiting for a reply, the human charged forward. He found 
himself similar to the Forerunner structure he was in before: a broad 
hallway lit with an unknown source of light. Ian ignored it as he 
raced down the corridor. He had escaped the Covenant before. He could 
do it again. All he needed was toa€" 

Ian's thoughts were cut off as something brutally slammed into the 
back of his head. The teenager let out a cry of pain and slammed onto 
the ground with a wheeze. The wind was knocked out of him and his 
head spun. He had to grip his head to make sure it was still 
attached. The instincts that were once focused now swam around his 
mind aimlessly. He tried to reach out to them, only for them to move 
away. Ian shut his eyes with a whine. 

You are becoming an annoyance, brat, " _Jul snarled from 

above . 

"You're one to talk," Ian was able to retort. 

The Covenant leader hissed again and snatched the human by the scruff 
of his neck. Not a cat, the boy gave a squeak of pain at the action. 
He was forced to his feet, only to lose his footing as the Sangheili 
dragged him across the floor. Ian gripped the alien's arm and willed 
for his instincts to attack his armor, but they shied away from his 
command . 

"Come on," he growled through gritted teeth. 

Finally like desperately reaching out for a hold, Ian finally felt 
his instincts return to him. His powers. His powers the Forerunners 
gave him. He willed them to attach to Jul . He willed for the armor to 
turn against him. His own shields. 

At first he thought he succeeded. He heard Jul scream. The boy even 
saw the green electricity race across the Sangheili 's body. Then 
without warning the scream turned into a furious roar. There was a 
blur of movement before pain exploded from Ian's head. He didn't even 



know if he screamed from the impact, the attack too sudden and too 
violent. The human only slumped onto the floor. Somehow he was able 
to make out Jul speaking. 

That trick won't work against me . 

Now Ian was limp as the alien continued dragging him. By now the 
commotion had attracted an audience, staring in awe that their leader 
had defeated the sacred human so easily. 

Ian lost track how long or where he was taken. He only remembered 
being thrown across the ground, letting out a loud grunt. He glanced 
up to see a panel above him, but it was made of a hologram instead of 
solid structure. The human could glance at the anomaly for a moment 
before his head spun, forcing him to grip it. 

"What do you want from me?!" he demanded. 

_" The Librarian gave the Key to you, so you will use it, " _Jul 

explained . 

Ian's blood turned cold. "Nevera€ 1 " 

You have no choice." _Ian could practically see Jul 

sneering . 

"Like hell! I rather die!" 

You will die after. 

The human snarled as the Sangheili forced him to his feet again. He 
had tried to reach for his instincts again, but now they had 
abandoned him. He struck against Jul, only for his attacks to bounce 
off harmlessly. 'Mdama ignored him as this time he forced the Janus 
Key into his hand, his scaly fingers wrapped around his to keep it in 
place. Ian struck harder and his flails increased. His didn't care 
how much pain he was in. 

His attempts were futile as Jul forced him to the holopanel. Ian's 
eyes widened in horror as the hologram shifted, specs of data moving 
to create a makeshift keyhole. Before he could resist, Jul forced him 
to insert Janus Key into place. Immediately the data spun around the 
device, changing from a calm blue to a deadly red. Suddenly hot and 
glowing, the Janus Key sunk into the hologram, 
disappearing . 

Immediately a hum filled the air, so loud Ian felt in his chest and 
the metal walls reverberated. The peaceful, soft light turned harsh 
and gruesome. Suddenly pain exploded _inside _Ian's skull, making him 
let out a bloodcurdling scream. His instincts flared madly, but 
instead of properly attaching to technology, they expanded everywhere 
at once, all the while attacking his body. Agony flared in his 
muscles. He didn't _see_ what was happening, more like felt. Sense. 
And each moment filled him with dread. 

The Forerunner structure shifted, startling the camping Covenant 
army. The hum filled the entire valley and several loud shifting and 
bangs of metal echoed across the mountain walls. The gleaming tower 
that towered over the outpost reached up to almost the towering 
mountain's height, almost looking like it was touching the sky. 



without warning, plates of metal in its front moved aside, like a 
door was opening. Meanwhile several more platforms across the outpost 
folded in on themselves, vanishing from sight. Pillars that had 
appeared at buttresses moved into new positions while new ones took 
their place. Within seconds, the Forerunner outpost completely 
reconfigured into a new shape, almost appearing as a cocoon around 
its exposed heart. 

The Composer. 

It's blue core glowed with blinding light. But it was 

colda€"unwelcoming . Ian could feel dread coursing through his veins. 
The poor boy clutched his head, trying to comfort the waves of pain 
that pounded against his skull. He heard a harsh sound above him. It 
took him several long moments to realize it was Jul 
laughing . 

Finally!" _he gasped. The Covenant leader whirled around to face 

a crowd of Sangheili below the platform he and Ian occupied. The 
human just now noticed them, the aliens staring up their leader with 
curiosity and zeal. _"Now with the power of the gods in our hands, we 
can destroy the filthy human vermin once and for all! We will rid of 
their homes, their cities, their planets !"_ 

As 'Mdama went on, he rose his voice louder. It had the desire effect 
of the Sangheili shifting in excitement. Several even began to 
activate their energy swords and toss them in the air, roaring. Ian's 
blood went cold. On Sanghelios, to draw a weapon was to draw blood. 
They were baying for the blood of the humans. 

We will end their blasphemous lies and the unfaithful they have 

spread! The Arbiter is weak! He and his followers will fall, and the 
Sangheili will be strong once again. The proud warriors without the 
Prophets or the humans we were meant to be! And then there will _true 
_peace ! 

By now every weapon was activated and roars echoed off the metallic 
walls, toning in unison in a chant. 

' Mdama! 'Mdama! ' Mdama !"_ 

The Covenant leader turned back to face the holopanel and chuckled. 
_"A demonstration is in order. 

At first Ian was confused. But he looked up to see holograms showing 
pictures of the surrounding mountains. On one monitor, it showed 
several small, dark figures slipping from a mountain path and into 
the valley, away from the Covenant. It was obvious from their 
movement they were trying not to attract attention. Ian's heart 
stopped. Humans. 

It was a group of UNSC soldiers. They appeared to be lightly packed, 
signaling they were a scout team or such. Ian wanted to whine when he 
recognized a familiar face in front of the group, but it was bloody 
from former combat. SolakaC 1 

He had survived the Covenant attack, and insisted to lead the scout 
team. He must have known Ian was here, and had enough heart to see 
the boy once again. However the teenager shut his eyes when he 
noticed something else. Rickey wasn't with him. 



Suddenly another wave of dread coursed through Ian, making him 
wheeze. Jul sneered down at him. 


Let's have a test, shall we?"_ 

The Sangheili hoisted Ian to his feet again and dragged him back to 
the holopanel. Ian was forced to lay his hand across a pad of 
data . 

Immediately his instincts straightened and struck, like they were 
stabbing something. It felt very much like his brain. With an ominous 
high-pitched noise, the data flashed red. Ian hissed as he felt the 
Composer come to life, like a demon realizing its prison was 
unlocked. Its blue heart turned a blood-red and glowed brighter, 
almost illuminating the entire valley despite it was broad daylight. 
Down by the path, the scout team froze, staring in awe and 
confusion . 

_Get away! _Ian wanted to scream at them. He couldn't. He had no way 
to communicate with them and he doubted he could manifest those even 
simple words. His only felt his instincts latching onto the Composer, 
even though it was no friend. The visions he had seen with the 
Librarian returned, flashing across his eyes even faster than before. 
Ian wanted to cry. 

He couldn't sense Jul leaning over him, murmuring to him, almost in 
encouragement. Ian shut his eyes. 

Go awayaC 1 

The air tensed and the high-pitched noise echoed across the entire 
valley. Humans and Covenant alike froze mid-stance, all eyes widened 
and mouths agape. The Composer was still only for a moment. No one 
could look directly at it now, with its heart so bright. 

Without warning a beam of light shot from the Composer, directly at 
the UNSC soldiers. They had no time to react. 

The second the light washed over them, the soldiers screamed in 
agony. However those bloodcurdling screams were quickly cut off as 
their skin vaporized immediately, exposing their skeletons covered by 
muscles. However the muscles deteriorated just as quickly, followed 
by organs. The skeletons were the last to disappear, but instead of 
vaporizing, the bones crumpled into dust. 

The Composer shut off. 

Silence . 

All that was left of the scout team was ash, blowing away in the 
breeze. It all had happened in an instant. 


20. Chapter 20 

Whatever confidence and control Ian had with his instincts was gone. 
They had snapped back into the far corner of his mind, stubbornly 
hiding. They could stay there, for all he cared. It was because of 
his powers the Composer had activated. Had killed those UNSC 



soldiers . 


He didn't just _see _their deaths. He _felt _them. The boy felt fiery 
pain coursing through his skin as the humans were vaporized and 
agonizing pain in his bones. He _felt _them lose their organic forms 
and turn intoa€ 1 data? They vanished from existence to become part of 
Requiem. Permanently. Even now, if Ian focused enough, he could _hear 
_the soldiers' voices. Crying out in confusion and blaming him for 
their misfortune. He _felt _them. What was left of them. A part of 
him told him that he was only hallucinating. Even with his powers, he 
couldn't determine that. It still didn't comfort him. 

Ian had passed out after the Composer deactivated. He couldn't bear 
the stress on his body anymore. The boy berated himself. Useless, 
_again_. After two years of training to be smarter, faster, and 
stronger and to learn and control his powers, he was still _useless_. 
All he did was cause more trouble than anything. He had gotten 
innocent soldiers killed. He _did _kill them. It was his curse. That 
everyone around him died. The fact made Ian bitter. He was a fool for 
thinking he could break it. The Eorerunners ' were stupider, if they 
truly believed he was their Gladiator. 

The human lay on his side miserably on the cold, unforgiving floor. 
His captors found some grotto to throw him in, activating a 
forcefield to keep him there. Ian closed his eyes from the glaring 
light of the forerunner structure and the cobalt shade of the shield. 
He almost fell back to sleep when suddenly the hum of the forcefield 
disappeared, followed by a familiar set of stomps. 

You are pathetic, runt," _Jul mocked. _"You and all your ilk. I 

will keep you alive, only so you can watch the destruction of mankind 
and see what you failed to protect . 

"Go fuck yourself, " Ian retorted through a mutter, not opening his 
eyes . 

He heard the Sangheili snarl above him. _"You will speak to me in 
Sangheili . 

Ian blinked his eyes once and repeated a similar statement in the 
alien language. Jul snarled again in response, but didn't seem too 
offended. Or not, as the teenager wheezed when he felt a kick to his 
side, painful but thankfully didn't break any bones. 

Up," _Jul ordered. _"I will not speak to a corpse. 

_By the gods, you're bossy, _Ian wanted to respond. Nonetheless, the 
human obediently did what he was told, crawling to his feet. The 
Sangheili still towered over him, forcing him to take a few steps 
back to look up properly (and prevent being attacked, if Jul was 
provoked) . The boy couldn't help but notice the shield was still 
gone, leaving the exit completely open. Every cell in his body 
screamed for him to _run_, but with several Sangheili guards 
loitering outside and their boss in front of him, he resisted the 
urge. Jul stared at him, as if daring him to try. 

Ian didn't give him that luxury as he built what little courage and 
defiance he had left to glare at the monster. _"Why are you doing 
this? What has humanity possibly done to offend you?"_ 



Jul sneered as if he ate something bitter, 
with . 


"Existing, to start 


Your kind attacked us when we did nothing wrong. 

And you attacked our homeworld when you promised 

' peace . ' 

Sanghelios was in civil war. The UNSC interfered to protect their 

allies . 

Another sneer. _"A war that was not yours . 

Ian wanted to sigh. He could already tell steering this conversation 
in this direction would go nowhere. Suddenly he thought of a 
different approach. 

It was the Prophets that forced our races to go into conflict_, " 

he said, praying that his rough Sangheili sounded fluent. _ "If not 
for them, we would not be here now. We are not uncommon. They can be 
peace between us . "_ 

Ian tried his best to sound diplomatic, even though he was well aware 
it would have no effect on the radical 'Mdama. But if the Forerunners 
_were _right, and he was meant to protect humanity, he could at least 
try. But like he anticipated, Jul only seemed agitated at his words 
and snarled, showing teeth. 

_" Thel 'Vadam has been preaching similar claims," _he hissed. _ "You 

are both wrong. We _are _nothing alike and never will be. And even 
without the Prophets' influence, you are no less than you are. Liars 
and pests. You say you want 'peace, ' but you continue to spread 
across the galaxy like vermin. Not only do you meddle with our 
affairs, but you attack our homeworld and kill our people, all for 
your selfish reasons . 

Suddenly Ian picked up on something in Jul ' s tone. He didn't know 
how, considering he had to focus on the growls just to make out words 
and translate them. Suddenly the boy found himself in a dark home, 
_his _home, with two bloody corpses strewn out before him. His 
parents. Ian swallowed. 

You lost someone, " _he realized. 

A growl came from ' Mdama 's throat. _"My wife, Raia."_ 

Ian was tempted to give condolences, but quickly stopped himself. Jul 
would not want the pity, being offended more than anything. But the 
human knew the blow must have hurt. Divorce rate wasn't as high on 
Sanghelios as it was on Earth. In fact, it was non-existent as far as 
Ian knew. Sangheili practiced polygamy instead, or didn't marry at 
all. However, the aliens were protective over their mates, and they 
treasured those they married. 

Ian dared to ask, even though a voice in his mind screamed for 
silence. _"You believe _Infinity_'s attack killed her?"_ 

Jul snorted. _"No. The Arbiter did, though, when he shot down her 
ship when she was trying to flee, along with Forze. A damned coward. 
She had nothing to do with the battle. She only sided with the 



rebellion to find me and to act as a loyal wife."_ 

The Sangheili ended with a hiss. Ian shivered. Sangheili only made 
that noise when they were truly offended or angry, when a roar didn't 
quite cut it . 

Then why punish humanity? Because they side with the 

Arbiter? 

That, and the humiliation they forced upon me . 

Ian blinked. _"I do not understand . 

Looking at Jul ' s razor-sharp teeth for so long was beginning to truly 
unnerve him. _"You pester me to treat humans as allies, when you do 
not practice what you preach." _When Ian just stared blankly, the 
Sangheili took a step forward, towering over the boy even more. 

_"Tell me truly, little child, is it part of your species' custom to 
capture an ally and treat them as an animal?"_ 

It is not . 

Then tell me why I was locked away in one of youra€"" _Another 

hiss. _"a€" ' research facilities, ' given food I could not eat and 
interrogated for information I did not have . 

The blood in Ian's veins froze. Hea€ 1 had to misinterpret that. Did 
Jul say he was kidnapped by humans? Food he could not eat. Biological 
warfare. It had banned way back in the 21st century, but that did not 
stop terrorists and even agencies to continue developing it. Ian 
vaguely remembered he heard a story back on Earth that during the war 
with the Insurrectionists, there was a big scandal that ONI had been 
poisoning the rebels' food supply. Wait. Interrogated for 
information. ONI. 

Now Ian wanted to hiss. Office of Naval Intelligence. They were the 
poster child of shady organizations. He remembered his father, who 
was a corporal, always referred to them negatively. 

"Nothing but cloak-and-dagger bastards, " he once said, after coming 
home from an impromptu meeting with them. "They don't give a shit of 
the consequences of their actions, no matter how many lives are 
ruined . " 

Ian never asked what exactly happened to make him say that, and his 
mother told him his father was only upset and tired. However, the boy 
did follow his advice to stay as far away from them as possible. 
Advice he followed especially when he discovered his powers. If they 
learned what he wasa€ 1 Ian tried not to think about it. 

Those humans were known as ONI," _he explained to Jul, feeling 

strange saying the human term in Sangheili. _"They do not speak for 


But they are humans, are they not?" _Jul countered. 

By now Ian was snarling. _"It is you who is selfish. You rebuild the 
Covenant for what, for your own revenge? How many of your brothers 
are dead?" 



Another savage growl. _"To _protect_ my brothers. What is to stop 
them from doing to Sanghelios what they have done to me? What is to 
stop them from taking the entire galaxy for themselves ? "_ 

Suddenly the visions the Librarian had shown Ian came back. The 
Forerunners had the same fear, and declared war on the humans, only 
to have disastrous consequences . The Forerunners had tried to conquer 
the entire galaxy, and most likely succeeded, but they proved they 
could not uphold that empire. Suddenly the human was realizing why 
she had been so eager to tell him that story. History was repeating 
itself. And she wanted him to stop it. 

Ian shook his head. He _knew _words would not change Jul ' s mind, but 
he could not nod along with agree with him. _"Lord 'Mdama, remember 
all the destruction the last war wrought, on both sides. The 
Sangheili were almost forced to extinction. You are asking for it to 
happen again. 

It will not, because this time I have the Librarian's gift and 

_you_. " _The statement sounded too religious for Ian's liking. He 
opened his mouth to rebuke that, but suddenly 'Mdama switched to 
English. He had certainly improved from the last time he spoke, but 
it was nowhere near fluent and Ian had to concentrate more just to 
understand. "You are no god, child. You are mortal being who only 
haphened be given a strange gift." 

Ian glared. "Nor are the Forerunners." 

"No, they are not." 

Suddenly Ian caught on why they had switched languages when he 
noticed the Sangheili guards glancing at them curiously. "They don't 
know, do they?" 

Jul shook his head. "They do not know of Great Schism. I found them 
on a colony the San ' Shyuum abandoned long ago." 

For some reason a flare of heat came from Ian's chest. "You've been 
_lying _to them." 

"No. I told them humans needed to be stophed. I simphly allowed them 
to keess their religions." 

The flare bubbled and Ian snarled, gritting his teeth. "They have no 
idea and you are using them. You are no betting than the fucking 
Prophets ! " 

Ian regretted his words too late. And too late he realized there was 
no way to take it back. Without warning, pain exploded from the back 
of his head as he was slammed against the wall. A crushing pressure 
was on his throat, blocking his windpipe. Black specs swimming across 
his vision, Ian opened his eyes to meet with Jul ' s furious ones. He 
vaguely heard the guards giving startled grunts, but they were 
drowned by ' Mdama 's seething. 

"Do not _dare _to relate me with those liars!" he roared. 

Ian knew he should shut up. A voice even instructed he should beg for 
mercy before he suffered any more of the radical's wrath. He didn't, 
though. "Even if you are?" 



"I do not phreach of false gods or make them bow! I have made them 
stronger ! " 

"Only to serve you!" 

Jul roared again. The world panned violently and Ian's shoulder was 
racked with pain. He was _really _getting tired of being beaten up. 

He shakily picked himself off the ground into a crouch, holding his 
shoulder and face twisted in pain. He heard Jul stomp next him and 
switch back to Sangheili, tired of speaking English. 

_" The one thing you humans have taught me was _patience_, " _he 

spat. _"I have waited too long for this moment and I will wait longer 
to see my wish fulfilled. And unlike the manipulative San ' Shyuum or 
that cowardly Arbiter, I will accomplish my goals at any cost. Be 
careful of what you say to me, runt. I will keep you alivea€"for 
nowa€"but I will make you suffer. Only give me a single reason to 
kill you . "_ 

With that, the Covenant leader stormed out of the prison cell, the 
shield activating behind him. Ian was left alone in his feeble 
position . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"What. The. Fuck was <em>that<em>, " Palmer gasped. 

Her already light skin was paler and her mouth was agape, eyes wide. 
Everyone else held a familiar expression, even the Chief. The Elites 
with their dark reptilian skin couldn't mimic the same reaction, but 
they also looked stressed. Roland appeared, and John truly wondered 
if an AI could show horror. 

"Ia€l have no idea," he admitted. 

"Cortana, " the Master Chief called. 

The blue AI popped up next to her counterpart. "I really don't 
knowa€ 1 " She shook her head. "It was some kind of massive release of 
energy, but its signature was nothing like I've ever seen." 

For the first time since John had met him. Captain Lasky looked cold. 
"Anything from those soldiers?" 

A long pause. "Nothing," Cortana confessed. "It's like they justa€ 1 
vanished . " 

John had _never _seen Cortana disturbed, but right now she did. She 
looked uncertain, like she was holding something back. Even more 
unnerving. She never held information. Not wanting to make a scene, 
he stayed silent, sensing the tension in the room was thick enough. 
Lasky let out a heavy sigh and ran a hand through his hair. As he 
straightened, the Chief noticed he suddenly looked at least ten years 
older. Several gray strands appeared in his hair. 

"Dammit, it's all my fault," he hissed under his breath. "I should've 
never sent them." 

John had never heard of a commander doubting his own orders, but 



Lasky had proved he was not an ordinary captain. And besides, he _had 
_sent a squadron to their deaths. Not on purpose, obviously, but 
still . 

Suddenly the Arbiter spoke up. "There was no way you could have 
known. Captain. Punishing yourself will solve nothing." 

It always amazed John how 'Vadam was always so silent and stone-like 
and then suddenly offering sympathy and words of wisdom. But he was 
beginning to understand why he was called the 'Arbiter.' 

Lasky seemed to consider the Sangheili leader's words, turning back 
around and sighing through his nose. He didn't look much better, 
though. "Maybe, but it doesn't mean we don't have a problem. I don't 
think our plan is going to work withaC 1 whatever that was." 

The bridge went silent. The captain had a point. The Forerunner 
weapon had killeda€"no, _vaporized_a€"an entire squadron within a 
second. No doubt it could do the same with an army or even a cruiser. 
It would be a slaughter. If only they could get _past _the Covenant, 
behind their defenses without them noticing. Past the Forerunner 
weapon. If they could _teleport _to Ian and 'Mdama. 

John had a brilliant idea. It was risky and may be on the edge of 
impossible, but it was the only option they had. He snapped his head 
towards Cortana. 


"Cortana, those portals we keeping running into, do you think you 
could find their origin?" he asked. 

The AI looked thoughtful. "Perhaps, if I'm given a chance to study 
it. So far from what I can tell, it's not too dissimilar from 
slipspace . " 

"On Halo, you hacked into its teleportation system; do you think you 
could do it on Requiem?" 

Suddenly his partner caught on and a mischievous gleam appeared in 
her eyes. "Yes, I think I can." 

Lasky cocked an eyebrow towards the Spartan. "What are you thinking. 
Chief?" 

The Master Chief smiled. "Finishing this fight, sir." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>As I have mentioned before, Sangheili have difficultly 
pronouncing the English "p, " instead usually replacing it with "ph" 
or "s." I spare the Arbiter and Glacier from this problem because 
they've had a lot of practice, but to emphasize Jul ' s struggle with 
the language, he has more trouble with it.<strong> 


2 1 . Chapter 2 1 

John was strangely reminded of the first Halo ring. A snowy landscape 
surrounded him, deprived of all plant life save for a few skeletons 
of trees. Instead of soil, cold, dark stone made up everything: the 
ground, boulders, and the walls that towered over the Spartan. A 



frigid gale blew through the canyon, stirring up loose snow to create 
a strange mist. The "sky" was as clear as ever, with the "sun" 
burning brilliantly, but it offered no warmth. 

Being encased in MJOLNIR armor, the Chief did not feel the effect of 
the bitter conditions. However, he had an idea as he glanced over to 
see the handful of marines given under his command. They were dressed 
head-to-toe in armor designed for colder weather, but a couple of the 
smaller ones still shivered. John didn't know to pity them or roll 
his eyes. 

He lead one of the three squadrons in the territory: his group of 
marines. Commander Palmer and fireteam Crimson, and Glacier and his 
Elites. The Arbiter left to rally the rest of his forces while Lasky 
and the humans did the same for the second phase of the operation. 

The Master Chief quickly reviewed the first phase. 

Thanks to the assistance of Dr. Classman, _Infinity_'s chief 
scientist, and his team along with the AIs, they had found a strange 
energy source that resembled slipspace. However, when they viewed the 
area, they found it was a Covenant base. Ironically, that somewhat 
assured John. It hinted they were in the right place. There was a 
back door that the Covenant was worried about and they were nervous . 
Palmer and the Spartans would lead the assault alongside the Elites, 
the marines giving support. Meanwhile John and Cortana would 
investigate the site and search for the energy source, and hopefully 
find a portal that led to the right place. 

The Covenant was held up in what seemed to be Eorerunner outpost, 
made of multiple structures scattered throughout the basin. If there 
was a portal, that's where it would be. The plan was a long shot and 
there were even murmurs of doubt among the men, but the Chief wasn't 
fazed. _We ' re Spartans. We make our own luck._ 

Commander Palmer to Sierra-117," _the woman's voice 

sounded . 

John left his thoughts and responded. _ "Sierra-117 
receiving . 

Eireteam Crimson is in position and the Elites are almost in 

place. What's you status?"_ 

The Chief glanced at the map on his HUD. _"Twenty seconds until we're 
in position . 

Understood. You have the first shot. Crimson and the Elites will 

converge on the enemy once all hell goes 
loose . 

Understood. 

Palmer out . 

By the time the line went dead, the Chief's squadron had reached it 
position. In unison, the soldiers crouched low, hurriedly ducking 
behind cover of the cold rocks. John found a particularly big one, 
crouching behind it and peering around it to the basin below. It was 
filled with Eorerunner structures, varying from simple walls to small 
temples. Who knew of their purpose. Eor now they acted as shelter for 



the Covenant that resided there. 


The Chief spotted several Elites, including a Zealot that was pacing 
the main structure in the center of the basin. Among them were 
Jackals and Grunts, with as usual, much more in numbers. However they 
looked bored and several groups of Grunts were sleeping in corners. 
They were about to get a wake-up call. The Spartan scanned his gaze 
across the basin to see a grav-lift had been set up, two Jackal 
snipers holding sentry. He even spotted a couple plasma turrets. One 
was still and empty while the other was alive and glowing, manned by 
a Grunt. The supersoldier made a note to make those a priority. 

John then glanced at the edges of the basin to see Palmer's silver 
armor gleaming in the sunlight, along with the multi-colored shades 
of fireteam Crimson. He glanced to the other side to see the Elites. 
Most of them wore deep cobalt armor, save for Glacier, whose white 
armor blended into the snow perfectly. A normal human most likely 
wouldn't have spotted him. 

His sweep completed, the Chief slowly and carefully pulled his sniper 
rifle from his back. He slid it forward to where only the long barrel 
of the weapon stuck out of his hiding place. He doubted the Covenant 
would notice. Having a poor angle on the manned turret, he instead 
placed the scope on one of the lift's snipers. The Jackal was turned 
away from him, oblivious. 

There was a long pause of silence. 

John fired. 

It wasn't until after the alien's head had exploded in blood and gore 
that the thunder echoed across the valley. Like he anticipated, the 
camp came to life immediately. Waking Grunts screamed and Jackals 
gave startled growls. The Elites immediately went on the defensive, 
snarling and a couple giving roars. The Chief used the confusion to 
give quick orders to his men. 

Eire at will," _he allowed. _"Eire only at the Covenant. Allied 

Elites will be tagged. 

John still saw it risky to have the two races together when there was 
still friction, but now was not the time to complain. He fired shot 
after shot into the crowds of Covenant, every one of them a headshot . 
The marines followed his lead, firing with DMRs, battle rifles, and 
other sniper rifles. His side of the basin lit with flashes of light 
and the gunfire echoed across the chasm. John wanted to say half of 
the Covenant fell in moments of their assault, but it was hard to 
confirm with so many obstacles in the way. Especially as it finally 
dawned on the aliens that they were being sniped and they dived for 
cover . 

Little did they know their "cover" were only death traps. In his 
peripheral vision, John spotted the other groups tearing from their 
hiding places and charging into the camp. Now more gunfire and plasma 
fire added to the echoes, along with roaring Elites. Despite the 
imposing force, the Covenant fell like flies. When the assault teams 
attacked, the aliens were flushed out of their cover, making them 
easy prey for John's team of snipers. When the enemy desperately 
dived back for cover, the found themselves trapped by a Spartan or an 
Elite . 



"We better get in there Chief before they damage something, " Cortana 
piped . 

"Right," John agreed. He was running low on ammo, anyway. 

He abandoned his sniper rifle and traded it for a shotgun and leaped 
into the basin. More corpses than living greeted him. The Spartan 
easily skipped over the obstacles, being careful to avoid the 
fighting and being in the snipers' range, just in case he needed 
support. He held his shotgun in front of him, braced to fire the 
moment anything unfriendly jumped out of him. He wasn't the type to 
blindly walk around on a battlefield. 

"Where am I going, Cortana?" John demanded. 

"We received an energy spike at the top of the main tower, " she 
replied. "Get up there." 

The supersoldier easily found a ramp and didn't hesitate to jog up 
it. His radar didn't detect anything following him. However, it 
wasn't until he reached the second level of the structure that a red 
dot materialized. It was too late as a furious snarl filled John's 
hearing, followed by sizzling of electricity. John jumped back just 
as the energy sword sliced at his neck. 

The Zealot hissed in frustration, but didn't lose its momentum. It 
slashed again, this time at his chest. The Chief leaped back again, 
staying on the defensive at the monster continued to charge. He 
didn't try to use his shotgun as a shield, knowing it would only be 
destroyed by the sword. He did however pull the trigger the 
nanosecond the Elite exposed himself after a particularly violent 
swipe . 

The alien barked as its shields flared. John knew he didn't hurt it, 
but the beast stumbled back from the force of impact. He fired again, 
only for most of the bullets to be intercepted by the Elite's sword. 
They went back and forth, John firing his shotgun while avoiding the 
enemy's attacks. 

The Spartan ducked as the sword went for his neck again, narrowly 
avoiding being beheaded. He ducked to the side and fired, lighting 
the Covenant's shields again. Eor good measure, he planted a kick to 
the monster's side, sending it into the wall. The Elite gave a growl 
and easily rebounded, lunging again with sword and claws. Eeeling the 
edge right behind him, John stepped to the side, hoping the alien 
would accidently fall right over the edge. 

Unfortunately the Zealot came to a halt right at the edge and spun 
around to meet him. The Chief tried to duck away again, but he 
gritted his teeth when there was a hiss as the tip of the sword 
nicked his helmet. Though he quickly straightened and fired his last 
shotgun round into the Elite's chest. Einally! Its shields were 
down ! 

The Zealot roared in rage and pounced. Unable to reload or snatch his 
assault rifle, the Chief met him straight on. They slammed into each 
other with equal force, and only because the Elite had momentum from 
its charge. The alien flexed its mandibles like it was trying to bite 
the human's neck, only for the Spartan to deny it with a swift punch 



to the face. John spared one arm to hold the sword away, though he 
felt it sizzling dangerously close to his armor. His shields would 
not be able to defend him against it. 

Suddenly John felt something wrap around his neck, adding painful 
pressure. He immediately gripped the Zealot's wrist, trying to pry it 
off, only for the alien's mandibles to curl in glee. It raised its 
sword, preparing to skewer him with it. 

John ripped out his dagger and thrust it into the Zealot's 
mouth . 

The Elite's eyes went wide and it tried to roar, only for the Spartan 
to push deeper. There was a choking sound and the alien's eyes glazed 
over. Blood covering his arm, the Master Chief pulled back and shoved 
the Zealot away. The monster crumbled and fell over the side. John 
allowed himself to let out a sigh. He hadn't had one that close in a 
long time. 

Regaining himself, the Chief clipped his shotgun to his back 
alongside his assault rifle. He sprinted up the ramp to the third and 
final level of the exterior structure. It was completely barren and 
opena€"no walls, no ceiling, no cover. It made John feel 
uncomfortably exposed. His Spartan instincts screamed of danger, 
especially as the sounds of battle still echoed across the 
chasm . 

The only thing with him on the level was a pedestal, with a raised 
platform behind it. It almost looked like a shrine. While the rest of 
the structure was dark steel like the boulders around it, the steel 
of the shrine was pale. The pedestal lit up on John's HUD. 

"Put me there, " Cortana instructed. 

The Spartan jogged over and did what he was told. His partner popped 
up, immediately controlling data in front of her. 

"Very intriguingaC 1 " she hummed. Her eyes were distant, as she 
usually looked when she sorted through massive amounts of 
knowledge . 

"What is it?" the Chief demanded. 

"It seems that there _is _a transportation system, spanning across 
the entire planet." 

"Can it get us to Ian?" 

"I think so, hold on." The Spartan's nerves grated as the AI 
continued sorting. To pass time, he whirled around and scanned the 
structurea€"which wasn't hard considering it was completely exposed. 
Nothing lit up on his radar. After a few moments, Cortana piped up 
again. "Dr. Classman, are you seeing this?" 

Receiving data as clear as day, Cortana, " _the scientist replied. 

_"0h, my, this is amazing! How little we know of the 
Forerunners ! 

It's great you're learning. Doc," _Roland chimed in, _"but we got 

a civilian to save? Ya know? Kid with superpowers that may 



potentially be used to destroy the universe?"_ 

Do not forget 'Mdama," _Glacier's voice growled. _"He must fall 

as well . 

Just open the fucking portal ! " _Palmer roared, the sound of 

gunfire in the background. 

Sheesh, bossy, " _Roland quipped. 

"It seems this thing's power source is shut down," Cortana reported. 

" It won ' t work . " 

_" That's what I'm seeing, too, Cortana," _Dr. Classman agreed. 

_"Reboot the power generators and it should come back online. I am 
detecting them in your area. I will tag them for you."_ 

Three dots appeared on John's HUD. He groaned inwardly when he saw 
there were in the far corners of the chasm. He had enough trouble 
getting up here once, never mind going back and forth through a 
battlefield. Suddenly Glacier's voice sounded. 

We will get the generators online," _the Elite vowed. _"I will 

take the one in the north. 

I'll secure the one in the east," _Palmer confirmed. 

I got west!" _a third voice cheered. John recognized him as the 

leader of Crimson, but he failed to catch the man's name. 

Chief, you got Covies closing in on your position, " _Palmer 

warned. _"Hold them off while we take care of this housework. 

As she said the words, multiple pings appeared on John's HUD. He 
pulled out his assault rifle. Sure enough, the second he leveled it 
where the ramp ended, a tall Elite popped up from the lower level. 

The Chief opened fire, lighting up the alien's shields. This one also 
had a sword, activating and charging. Its shields died by the time it 
reached him. 

The Elite swiped at him, only for the Spartan to duck out of the way 
and slam the butt of his rifle into its head. The monster fell over 
and the supersoldier quickly fired several rounds into its skull. 
However he looked to see several more Elites had joined the platform 
with him. Three. No, four. 

One successfully rammed into him, trying to knock him down. 

Thankfully John caught his balance, only stumbling backwards. He 
quickly switched for his shotgun, firing it at the Elite's chest. Its 
shields immediately vanished. But the others were still 
advancing . 

Ha! Got mine first!" _Palmer howled in victory. 

It's not a competition..." _Glacier sighed. The Chief shot at an 

Elite's head. The now-disfigured monster crumbled. _"The second 
generator is activated. 

Give me another minute, " _Crimson leader requested. 

Covies that aren't too friendly to guests. 


"Got some 



A big Elite gave the Chief particularly hard shove, almost throwing 
him off the platform. He quickly regained his balance and fired at 
Elite that struck him, sending it back with flickering shields. The 
human's own shields lit up from the Storm rifle of another alien 
keeping its distance. He switched to his assault rifle and fired at 
it . 


Demon, I am making my way to you," _Glacier announced. _"I want 

to see Jul 'Mdama myself. 

"Eeel free to join the party, " John invited. 

Having killed another Elite, he turned to the two remaining ones. One 
was armed with a rifle, firing a volley of plasma at him. The Master 
Chief returned fire with his own, bullets easily piercing the fabric 
over the beast's exposed belly. The Elite snarled in pain and gripped 
its wounds. However when it did, it flinched and looked at its palm 
to see its own purplish blood. Rage lit up in the alien's reptilian 
eyes like wildfire. 

With a roar, it blindly lunged for the Spartan. John quickly skirted 
to the side. As the beast charged past him, he slammed the butt of 
his rifle in its spine with all his might. It now roared in pain as 
there was a loud _crack_. Trapped by its own momentum, the Elite fell 
over the side. One more to goa€ 1 

However this one was angry and smart after seeing its comrades fall. 
Eor some reason it didn't wear a helmet, leaving its head completely 
exposed. Not even a plate of armor. Unlike the unique colors most 
Elites had, this one's eyes were light gray, almost white. They 
looked lifeless. 

With a hiss, the Elite tossed a glowing, burning plasma grenade. The 
Chief leaped away, landing by the shrine just as the bomb detonated. 
However, the shockwave of the blast disrupted the last of his 
shields. He was exposed. 

John gritted his teeth. It wouldn't be the first time. In a crouch, 
he raised his assault rifle at the Elite before him. Its eyes gleamed 
in malice and its mandibles were curled, its weapon trained on his 
head. The Spartan braced to pull the trigger. He never did. 

Suddenly there was a high-pitched sound and the Elite gave a choking 
sound. John just stared curiously as the alien's body went stiff and 
its eyes glazed over. It dropped its weapon before falling to its 
knees. It stayed in that position for only a moment before collapsing 
onto its face, dead. 

Behind him was Glacier with a carbine. 

"I had to save Ian once, as well," the commander commented. 

"Who said I needed saving?" John retorted. The human saw amusement 
gleam in the alien's ice-blue eyes. 

Got it!" _Crimson leader cheered in victory. 


The Chief whirled around. "Cortana. 



"On it, " the AI hummed. She manipulated more data in front of 
her . 

Suddenly loud clangs of moving metal filled the air. The shrine 
shifted, suddenly rising but at different levels, like steps. Out of 
nowhere several pieces of metal flew into the air, completely defying 
gravity. They came together to create a pole of either side. Extra 
pieces added themselves to the shrine, giving it a railing-like 
structure of either side. Suddenly there was a high-pitched sound and 
the air churned. There was a flash of light and a swirling portal 
appeared . 

John glanced at Glacier. "No going back now." 

"I have no intention to," the alien countered. He stared at the Chief 
sternly. The Spartan truly wondered if it was possible to be frozen 
by a gaze alone. "I still don't trust Ian in the humans' care. But he 
_i_s a human, and it was the Covenant that started this madness. But 
I have every intention of ending it. It is about time to banish our 
sins once and for all. I will be the one to kill Jul 'Mdama. I give 
Ian to you . " 

John nodded. He yanked Cortana from her console. 

With an unspoken agreement, the human and the Sangheili leapt into 
the portal. 


22 . Chapter 22 

_The wind howled. Great towers stretched in every direction, reaching 
beyond horizon and even the clouds. Half of the grand buildings were 
gleaming under the dying's sun light, the rest of them cloaked in 
shadow. The orb of the star could no longer be seen, slipped behind 
the horizon. However, its rays still reached out to fight on the 
coming night, filling half of the sky with shades of scarlet and 
violet. The rest was cloaked in shadow. _ 

_Stretched across the land was a sheet of metal, pieces of it varying 
in size and shape, but it eventually melted all together. Floating 
between the great towers and above this landscape were grand 
structures of steel. Ships. Of all different sizes and shapes and 
purposes. They seemed to appear as guardians over their patron city. 
As night took its hold, lights lit up the landscape: from the sheet 
of metal of the land to the top of the endless skyscrapers ._ 

_The sight was truly beautiful. However, a tall, broad male looked 
over the scene with mild interest, more occupied with solemn 
thoughts ._ 

What of everything we sacrificed?" he demanded, his voice barely 

above a whisper. "Do you tell me it was all for nothing?"_ 

No, it was not for nothing, " a female, lurking behind him, 

argued. "We have gained precious time. But even we cannot stop the 
inevitable . 

_The male whirled around, fuming. "Inevitable? When has it become 
inevitable? We hold the Mantle of Responsibility. We are the 
Guardians of the Galaxy. We control its fate, its outcome. Not a mere 



parasite . 

_The female only shook her head. "That may be true, my husband, but 
nothing can last forever. We have done all that we can for this 
galaxy. We have protected it. We have guided its evolution. But even 
we are mortal. Our time has drawn to an end. It is time we pass the 
Mantle to someone else, Didact."_ 

To who. Librarian?" Not waiting for an answer, the Didact whirled 

back around to stare at the Forerunner city. "What of everything we 
have accomplished? Do you tell me you wish to let it all to ruin?" 

The Librarian opened her mouth to disagree, but her husband beat her. 
"We must use the Composer. "_ 

_The idea filled the Forerunner with horror. "Didact, we cannot. Our 
experiment sa€" "_ 

_" The Floor only assimilates living tissue. But if we achieve a 

biomechanical statea€"" The Forerunner general paused. "I could make 
us immortal, my love."_ 

_Now the Librarian was filled with shock. Use the Composer to create 
immortality? That was not its designaCl And besidesa€l_ 

_The female shook her head. "You will be going against the wills of 

the Mantle. There can be no such thing as immortality . "_ 

_" Why not?" 

>"It disrupts the balance of the galaxy! And what use will it be to 

us if it does not stop the Flood? All we have done is save ourselves, 

not the sentient life we are sworn to protect . "<em> 

_The Didact looked cold. "Better us than inferior species. We carry 
the Mantle for a reason. "_ 

_The Librarian did not believe what she was hearing. This was not her 
husbandaC 1 "Do you hear yourself? You would sacrifice all sentient 
life in the galaxy over a fairy tale?"_ 

_Now fury burned in the general's eyes. "Fairy tale?!" 

>His wife glared at him. "Look what the Mantle has wrought, Didact! 

It has blinded us and make us weak, not stronger! Our overconf idence 
is what made us react poorlya€"to the human aggression and now the 
Flood. Millions of worlds, fallen! "<em> 

_" And what of the worlds I have saved with my warriors and ships? 

Entire systems sanitized from the parasite. "_ 

_The Librarian shook her head. "That is not enough, 

Didact ! "_ 

_" Then we must use the Composer !"_ 

_" It will destroy you! I cannot let you do that to 

yourself ! "_ 

_" And what of you, planning to destroy the galaxy 

anyway? "_ 

_Another glare. "Not destroy. Save. As we speak, my Lifeworkers are 



indexing thousands of species across the galaxy. We are making plans 
for repopulation once the array has been fired. 

It is a fool's folly. Librarian," the Didact spat._ 

And the Composer is not? How do you know if it will even 

work? 

_Suddenly the Didact looked thoughtful. It was a contrast to his 
previous heated glare. The Librarian knew that look. He had it 
whenever he was contemplating a military strategy. She had never 
known one to fail. However the balcony of their chambers was not a 
war room. He should not be wearing that look. The Librarian watched 
him with growing anxiousness ._ 

Maybe we could not use it as a solut iona€"but a weapon, " he 

muttered, still distant in thought. "If we destroy the tissue before 
the Flood ever touches it . "_ 

_" You are speaking of eradicating countless systems, " the Librarian 

reprimanded. "It is an impossible task. And againa€"how can you prove 
it will be successful ? "_ 

_" I will use the humans . "_ 

_It took the wife several, long moments to translate and digest what 
he said. Now there were no words to describe the sense of horror and 
shock that fell over her. Her body was completely frozen and she 
could barely think. Such a phenomenon was impossible for a 
Forerunner ._ 

_" Didact, you cannot consider, " she finally managed. "We have 

already punished the humans enough. We have reversed their evolution 
to beasts. Now you wish to subject them to experiment s ? "_ 

_She didn't recognize the creature before her as her beloved husband. 
"If it must be done . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>The Librarian did not recognize the landscape. It had once 
been a bustling, but peaceful plain, full of ignorant creatures. 
Humans. They had made a makeshift community here, living simply, 
oblivious they had once controlled ships that crossed the stars and 
that they were watched by their captors. The Librarian had gone as 
far as to wonder what it was like for them.<em> 

_Now, there was only ash and dust. The once lively valley was death 
still and silent. The ground was charred and showed no signs of 
supporting life again. That it had ever supported life. It had once 
been fertile farmland. _ 

_The Librarian's soul was heavy with sorrow. This once was a land 
full of life. Now it was a desolate wasteland. The Composer had 
caused this._ 

My love, what have you done?" the Forerunner 

whispered ._ 

Librarian," a voice spoke up. The Librarian turned to see one of 



her Lifeworkers staring at her, their eyes covered by the visor of 
their helmets. "What are your orders?"_ 

_Her soul was heavy and she felt her heart slowly falling apart. She 
had warned Didact the consequences of his actions. But her beloved 
husband betrayed her. She had felt remorse and pity for the humans 
they had cruelly enslaved. The Librarian was now well aware they had 
done nothing wrong. Instead, it was Forerunners that had done 
wrong ._ 

We must move the surviving humans somewhere safe, " she 

proclaimed. "Where the Didact will never find them. And we must 
ensure the Flood cannot reach them."_ 

_" Where would that be?"_ 

_The Librarian gave it an honest thought. She couldn't send them to a 
Halo ring or a Forerunner world. The Didact would find them too 
easily. The worlds not compromised by the Flood were guarded by the 
general's fleets, in attempt to protect them from the parasite. She 
couldn't place them on a shield world. They would need every one to 
hold the Forerunner's population. Considering if they had time 
complete the evacuations to the planet-shelters ._ 

_Suddenly the Librarian remembered. It was a planet she had been 
studying. It was young compared to other worlds and so was its star, 
but it was promising. Already it was supporting life, and the 
Forerunner saw it had much potential. The Librarian made her 
decision ._ 

Send them to Earth, " she ordered. "And take samples for 

repopulation. We must index humanity as well."_ 

As you wish. Librarian, " the Lifeworker hummed. _ 

But send the samples to my laboratory . 

_Although she could not see his eyes, the Librarian knew the 
Lifeworker blinked. "Librarian? 

Do it. There are things I must attend to their indexing. 

_The Lifeworker surrendered and bowed. _ 

And find the Composer, " the Librarian continued. "Tell the Master 

Builder to seal it on Requiem. 

But that is the Didact ' s base of operations," the Lifeworker 

protested ._ 

I know. The shield world must be taken from his command. He has 

betrayed us. He can no longer be trusted. 

_The Lifeworker looked disturbed by the words, but made no protest or 
complaint. He simply bowed before he disappeared in a flash of light. 
Meanwhile with a solemn gaze, the Librarian turned to the remains of 
the Composed humans. _ 

The Forerunners' time has come to an end," she whispered with 

sorrow. "We alone must bear the consequences of our actions. We can 



no longer punish others for our mistakes. My love, if only you could 
know how much I wish I could agree with you. How much I wish for you 
to prove me wrong. 

_She imagined him leading one of his fleets into combat against the 
Flood-infested ships somewhere in galaxy, oblivious to that fact it 
was futile. _ 

But I am afraid the Mantle of Responsibility is no longer ours to 

keep. We were fools to believe it could shelter us from the horrors 
of the galaxy. 

_The Librarian locked herself in her laboratory, analyzing a DNA 
strand of a human. _ 

But where there is death, there is also life. When we leave this 

universe, we will be gone. We will become shadows. Ghosts. Whispers. 
But we will not be forgotten. We will leave behind all that we can. 

We will leave a legacy. But it would not be for us . 

_The Librarian impeded the mutated genea€"mult iple of thema€"into 
multiple DNA helixes. They were weak and ineffective, but they would 
grow in time. Soon, they would grow rapidly. It would be humanity's 
evolution ._ 

I will leave all we have built to the humans, so they may take 

our place. But I will ensure they will not repeat the mistakes we 
have made. In the shadow of our empire, the humans will colonize and 
spread across the galaxy. Their struggles will be hard and 
unforgiving, but I believe they can accomplish what we could 
not . 

_The Master Builder and his Warrior-Servants should be confronting 
the Didact by now, in reference to his immoral crimes. _ 

Forgive me, my husband, and know I have always loved you. But 

even you are blinded by the Mantle's promises. I will not allow the 
humans to be under the same influence. 

_The Librarian sighed and she lay down into the machine. She could 
feel the Composer's energy around her, encasing her. She would allow 
it to take her. She didn't allow herself to think of the irony. She 
felt her consciousness leaving her._ 

_Her husband was dead. Her body would soon be dead. The galaxy would 
be dead. The Forerunners will be gone. But there would be 
lif e ._ 

I will stay here, on Requiem. I will wait for the humans' 

arrival. I will wait for the Gladiator. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ian snapped his eyes open. With a gasp, he shot up, panting 
slightly with a thin layer of sweat. His muscles were still sore, no 
doubt due to sleeping on the unsupportive surface of the floor. He 
cupped his eyes with his hand.<p> 

He saw it. The Librarian's sacrifice. Of the Forerunners' fall. The 
beginning of the human race. He saw it all. The boy pulled back his 



hand. His fingers were glistening. He had been crying. 


The human gave a shuddering sigh. The Librarian's final act was 
entrusting him with the galaxy, and so far he had utterly failed. The 
fate of the galaxy was now in Jul ' s hands, and he planned to destroy 
half of it. The Composer was not a Halo. It was _worse _than 
Halo . 

Halo fired indiscriminately. It's only function was to destroy 
everything touched. Everything was equal before the wrath of Halo. 

But not the Composer. It could destroy anything it wanted. Victims 
would only be equal until they suffered its effects, not before or 
after. Halo's effects could be erased. It was created to destroy 
life, but revive it once it did. The Composer did no such thing. It 
destroyed lifea€"only. That was left was only echoes, not copies. 

Halo was meant to save the galaxy. The Composer was meant to end 
it . 

Ian swallowed. Halo had spoken with him when he went on the 
ring-world, which now seemed a lifetime ago. Through it, he could 
hear all the regret and shame the Forerunners felt when they realized 
they could no longer protect what was theirs. When they had to 
surrender everything they had created. Now Requiem was doing the same 
thing. It was telling him the Forerunner's remorse of creating the 
Composer and the sins they cast upon humanity. 

Requiem was not a shelter or a sanctuary. It was a prisona€"a vault. 
It was designed to keep interlopers out. That's why it had been 
fighting against both the UNSC and the Covenant since their arrival. 
Ian couldn't help but who wonder who designed it that waya€"the 
Didact or the Librarian. 

Ian closed his eyes. The Didact did not want to sacrifice the 
Forerunners. He did not want the Flood to succeed. He was trying to 
save his people. He truly believed if the Forerunners could survive, 
so could the galaxy. He was not evil. He simply tried to do what he 
believed that right. Only for him to become so obsessed and blinded 
by his mission, he planned to sacrifice majority of the galaxy, even 
the Forerunners' wisdom and accomplishment s . _That_ was why he was 
punished . 

Ian opened his eyes. The Didact planned to use the Composer to 
destroy his enemies. Jul 'Mdama planned to use it as well. History 
would repeat itself. All would be lost. 

Ian balled his hand to a fist. The Composer was technology. He had 
been chosen to destroy it. For a reason. He was the only one who 
could. He _would _destroy the Composer. 

The human climbed to his feet. He was still sore from his ordeal and 
his head still throbbed, but as he sighed through his nose, it seemed 
to fade. Like adrenaline began to seep through his veins. Maybe it 
was. Maybe with his new sense of conviction, it was somehow giving 
him strength. Or maybe he had been hit in the head too hard too many 
times for it to matter anymore. 

He walked over to the glowing forcefield. Four Sangheili were on the 
other side, all armed. Jul was careful not underestimate his 
prisoner. Ian would not let the Covenant leader best him. Not 
again . 



ff 


Hey!" _he called to the Sangheili guards. They looked over, 
appearing slightly irritated that their conversation was interrupted. 
_"What would you guys do if I touched this shield?"_ 

We prefer if you do not, " _one answered. 

But what would you do?"_ 

A couple of the Sangheili exchanged baffled glances and the one that 
spoke snarled. _"'Mdama instructed us not to let you try 
anything . 

So I'm not allowed to touch the shield?"_ 

No . 

Ian did. The forcefield flickered but stayed solid. Now the Sangheili 
were growling. 

Stop that!" _another guard spat. 

Ian touched it again. He allowed himself to grin. _"Stop 
what ? "_ 

_" We have no time for your child's play, brat . 

Is that how you would address your god?"_ 

Ever since Ian had been kidnapped by the Covenanta€"the original and 
Jul ' sa€"he quickly caught on to implications that the aliens believed 
he was connected to their religion. The teenager disliked playing off 
the ideaa€"not only was it false, but it was unfair to toy with 
someone like that. He was not a Prophet. However, if it gave him a 
desired effecta€l 

It was such as the Sangheili now grunted nervously. _"'Mdama 
suppressed your power. 

So what would that make him?" _Ian asked. _"If he can control 

gods ? 

He is the hand of the gods. The Didact ' s will is connected to 

him. 


The Didact ' s Hand, huh?" _So that was the role Jul was playing. 

But why did the Covenant believe such? _"Where did that idea come 
from? 

The Sangheili curled his mandibles in agitation, as if he didn't like 
talking to Ian. _"He appeared to us through a sacred portal, bearing 
symbols of the Didact. The Didact sent him to us. He will lead us to 
glory . 

He will lead you to your destruction . 

That made the Sangheili angry, the entire group growling and hissing. 
_"Silence ! 

What if I could prove to you he is not a god?"_ 


ff 



You will end your blasphemy !"_ 

What if I told you my powers were not suppressed? 

Then you are lying. You have been sleeping this entire 

time . 

I was simply recovering my power. 

The Sangheili snorted. The group muttered to one another. The one 
that had been humoring him looked back at the prisoner. _"You are 
playing with us, brat. You will be silent. 

Even if I touch the shield?" _Ian tapped it again. Watching the 

Sangheili 's reactions was far too amusing. 

I said stop that ! 

I can prove to you that Jul 'Mdama is a false prophet, and I am 

no god . 

The humoring Sangheili sneered. _"If you are not a god, what are you 
then? 

I am a messenger. I was sent to deliver humanity a message. You 

are interfering with my quest. 

By now his captor was getting impatient. _"Be silent, brat . 

I will deliver the message that humanity cannot take the galaxy 

for themselves. There are other species, as strong and evolved in 
their own way. If we find a way to respect each other and learn from 
one another, there can be peace between us. Only then we when we will 
be evolved. 

The Sangheili exchanged glances, confused. Ian just glared at 
them . 

The Sangheili will be included. You can stand as our equals. 

There will be no Mantle of Responsibility . 

Now the Sangheili snarled in disgust. _"We are no equal with you 
inferior vermin. 

So I'm _not _allowed to touch the shield?"_ 

The human placed his entire palm on the forcefield, continuing his 
original argument. He knew his captors could care less about his 
child's play. However, he did know they were agitated and rattled by 
his words. The Sangheili were proud and stronga€"they would not allow 
their ideology or their authority to be questioned. So when Ian 
tested them a final time, they were much more excitable than they 
should be. 

All four jumped to their feet with growls, reaching for their 
weapons. Ian never so much wanted to laugh. 

Remove your hand!" _one commanded. 



Make me, " _Ian challenged. 

With a snarl, a lone Sangheili stormed forward, rifle by his side. He 
went over to the machine that controlled the forcefield, lifting his 
palm over the panel. Ian narrowed his eyes. Just as the guard's 
fingertips went over the buttons, green electricity sparked over the 
panel. The Sangheili only had time to blink. 

Without warning, the panel flared in green light and green, 
electrical snakes struck at the alien. Immediately they wrapped 
around his arm and dug into his armor. The monster let out a startled 
roar as the snakes split apart and crossed his body like wires tying 
him in place. His shields flared, only for them to flash 
unpredictably . The rest of the party stared in shock and confusion, 
but made no movement to interfere. They couldn't as the Sangheili 
screamed, his shields collapsing and smoke rising from his armor as 
it charred his skin. 

The warrior fell to the ground, dead. 

The forcefield disappeared. 

Ian glared at the Sangheili, green electricity sparking across his 
body . 

What did you say of my power being suppressed? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>The Forerunner flashbacks were inspired by the terminals 
found in Halo 3 and Halo 4. Sorry for the uneventful chapter, but I 
needed to fill in some gaps and it took a little longer than I 
thought. Worth it, though, since I finally make Ian a devious little 
brat and give him back his powers. Next: epic conclusion to 
Gladiator ! <strong> 


23. Chapter 23 

Jumping the portal was as disorienting as the first. John's head swam 
as he slammed onto the ground. He quickly shook it away and leveled 
his assault rifle, Spartan instincts taking over. He was in a metal 
chamber, almost as large as the one where he encountered his first 
portal. Instead of storage bays, multiple structures lay across the 
room, almost looking like computers. However they showed no signs of 
coming to life or even being used for a _very _long time. The 
structures were placed on different leveled platforms, making an 
uneven terrain. The Chief peered up to see a balcony overlooking the 
room, a convenient ramp leading up to it. 

The human was interrupted by his observations when he heard a grunt 
beside him. He looked at Glacier, who was shaking his head and 
blinking in disorientation. So not even Elites are 
perfectaC 1 

However the commander quickly recovered and glanced at the Spartan. 
John must have been staring more intently than he thought, because 
the alien reassured, "Ian used a similar spell. I shall be 
f ine . " 



John decided not to ask. Speaking of the boya€ 1 The Spartan gestured 
with his head. "Come on, let's go." 

Suddenly Glacier tilted his long head up, sniffing the air. Suddenly 
those ice-like eyes gleamed and his mandibles curled. "I don't 
believe we have to." 

The Chief opened his mouth to respond, but never got the 
chance . 

"Chief! " 

The Master Chief tilted his head up. He couldn't believe his eyes to 
see Ian on the balcony, grinning down at him. The railing was too 
tall for a humana€"looking more like a small walla€"which caused the 
teenager to have his arms hold him above it. With his sharp gaze, the 
Spartan could tell immediately Ian was not as a fine condition as 
their first reunion. 

His disheveled hair was dull and greasy and his eyes looked sunken 
and dark. For some reason he looked skinniera€"where John was forced 
to assume he was malnourished. He could see the fine tremble in the 
boy's arms. Whether it was from holding himself up or weakness, he 
wasn't sure. 

It made the Master Chief wonder how long he had been separated from 
his allies. Or better yet, how long they had been there. He hadn't 
been paying attention. Two days? More? Less? Well, it didn't matter. 
They would be off of this godforsaken planet soon. 

"Well, that was certainly easier than I thought, " John commented once 
he confirmed it was the real Ian, instead of some sort of hologram. 
The supersoldier had heard of a few horror stories of Covenant 
trickery. He even experienced some of them. 

Glacier splayed his mandibles, but the human noticed it seemed to be 
more in amusement than anger. "I've been telling you humans not to 
underestimate him." 

Ian's grin wider and climbed up the railing. He crouched on top of 
it, balancing on his heels with his palms holding him in place. 

Before John could wonder what he was doing, the teenager slipped off 
and down onto the lower level. Every muscle in the Spartan's body 
screamed to fly over to the boy, but he had already landed on all 
fours. He straightened, not a single bone broken. 

John blinked. That had to be at least twenty feet onto solid metal. A 
jump like that damaged or even killed most people. How didaC 1 ? The 
Chief shook his head. He reminded himself that he gave up questioning 
Ian's talents a long time ago. The teenager jogged over to him, 
easily navigating his way through the Forerunner obstacle course. 

Also better than the average human. 

"It is good to see you again, little warrior," Glacier hummed. 

"Same here, " Ian replied. "Sorry it took me awhile, got caught up in 
some things." 


"So I see. 



Suddenly Ian stared at them in puzzlement. "How did youa€"?" 

John knew what he was going to ask. He and Glacier answered in 
unison. "Long story." 

The pair exchanged glances. Ian merely shrugged. He looked to the 
Glacier. "How are our forces?" 

The Elite regained his solemn look. "Very poor, I'm afraid. We have 
suffered significant losses from the crash and the 
battles . " 

Naturally it made Ian's shoulders slump in depression and a somber 
look etched across his face. Instead of expressing his concern, the 
teenager said, "I overhead my guards. Jul ' s forces aren't doing so 
good, either. There are some that are thinking of deserting and that 
he is a false leader." 

John tilted his head. "Guards?" The Spartan got an uneasy feeling in 

his gut. If the Covenant was keeping an eye on him and noticed their 

prisoner was missinga€l 

However, Ian just shot him a mischievous look. "Don't worry, I took 
care of them." 

The Chief cocked an eyebrow. Why did he get the feeling he had more 

meaning to that? The Spartan brushed it off and continued with 

business. "We have just enough forces to give a final assault." 

Ian looked at the metal giant with alarm. "You can't! Not with the 
Composer still activated!" 

The Composer. So that's what it was called. "Then we have to disarm 

it . " 

The boy's eyes narrowed and his solemn look darkened. "Let me do it. 
I'm the only one who can. It's my job." 

John would've cocked another eyebrow at that, but the little human 
said it with such seriousness that the Spartan thought better of it. 
He saw stern determination in Ian's eyes, like he was burdened with 
an obligation the supersoldier did not know of. Perhaps he was. It 
was then the man noticed there was something different in Ian. 

He didn't know how to describe it. The boy seemed _older_. More 
mature. Like despite he was only a young teenager, it seemed another 
decade was added to him. John didn't know how else to say it. He was 
just certain this was _not _the Ian he had saved from the Covenant a 
long time agoa€ 1 

The Spartan nodded. "Right. You'll destroy the Composer. We'll stop 
the Covenant. Then we'll all go home." 

Glacier looked over to the Spartan. "Do you have a plan?" 

"How about just shooting our way out?" 

"I believe it will not be that easy, _Demon_, " a voice snarled, 
sounding more growl than English. 



John recognized that voice immediately. Every Spartan instinct went 
on alert and his muscles tensed. Meanwhile Glacier gave a vicious 
snarl and reached for his sword. Ian's tanned skin went pale and his 
eyes widened with his mouth agape. No doubt the hairs on his neck 
were standing on end. Rifle in hand, the Master Chief looked up at 
the balcony where Ian stood only moments ago. 

Jul 'Mdama. 

The rogue Covenant leader did not look amused. His armored mandibles 
were curled in agitation and although his eyes were shadowed, John 
easily imagined them filled with fury. The Elite clutched onto the 
railing, muscles bulging under his scaly skin. 

There was a sharp sizzling sound as Glacier activated his sword. 
"Surrender, 'Mdama!" he roared. "You cannot win this fight!" 

However Jul only cackled, which was not a pleasant sound to John. "I 
already _have_ won, 'Sadum. _I _have the power of the forerunners. 

You have _nothing_! " 

"Better nothing than madness." 

'Mdama snarled at that. Much easier that Ian, the Elite leaped over 
the railing and landed square on his feet. There was loud crash of 
impact as his heavy hooves slammed onto the metal ground. It could 
certainly be described as intimidating. 

However, John wasn't fazed. "You're at a disadvantage," he boldly 
told the alien. "Two against one aren't exactly good odds." 

"Three!" Ian corrected. 

The Chief smiled at that. However, when he looked back to 'Mdama, the 
Covenant leader wasn't fazed. Instead, his lifeless eyes gleamed and 
his mandibles curled in amusement. 

"Then shall we even the odds?" he purred. The Elite waved his hands. 
Without warning burst of light appeared around him, like someone had 
thrown a handful of plasma grenades at him and just missed. When the 
light faded, the interlopers couldn't believe their eyes. 

There were metal beings. Eive of them. _Easily _taller than any 
Spartan or Elite John had even meet. They even towered over Jul, 
though the Elite didn't seem intimidated at all. If anything, he 
seemed to stand taller with confidence and security. John didn't 
really know how to describe his new henchmen. 

They weren't organic at all. Their metal bodies were skinny and 
didn't look supportive for the giant hunched-backs behind their 
heads. Their 'heads' looked like helmet sa€"solid and smooth with only 
glowing slits, which John naturally assumed were eyes. They didn't 
have hands. Instead, a glowing blade ofa€"what the? Energy ?a€"took up 
one arm and the other ended in what was unmistakably a weapon. 
Certainly not a weapon John had ever seen before and he could never 
guess what they were, but the war veteran could also see one if it 
was one. Lines of reddish orange were sketched across their bodies, 
pulsing with energy. 


The metal beings were restless: shifting and twitching constantly. 



They made chittering, robotic noises, like a recording of birds had 
been horribly distorted. Plates of metal on their backs fluttered 
like wings on an insect. While Glacier and John just stared in shock, 
Ian flinched. 

"How dida€"?" he stammered. 

Jul somehow looked more amused. "A gift from the Didact." 

Didact? The hell was that? While the Chief just stared in confusion, 
Ian visibly paled. 

"But hea€"he wasa€ 1 The Forerunners killed him," he struggled, like 
he forgot how to talk. 

"Did you really think he would die with leaving behind assurances? He 
left his soula€"just like the Librarian." 

Now the boy was wincing violently. "W-when?" 

"When I was on Hesduros, I searched the Forerunner ruin there. I 
found a shrine much like yours. There I met the Didact. He told me of 
his homeworld. Requiem, and where to find the Composer. And the 
Librarian had hidden the key." Jul took a step forward. "I thank you. 
Gladiator, for giving me the Composer. But I have no further use of 
you." He raised his hand like a commander to his troops. "Phromethean 
Knights! Kill them!" 

John didn't know what happened. He honestly believed he never would. 
One moment he was staring at Jul 'Mdama and his new pack of 
henchmena€"apparent ly compliments of "the Didact "a€"when suddenly a 
glowing face appeared an inch from his face. It was made of bright 
orange energy in the shape what the Chief swore was a human skull. 

The Spartan could only look at it for a nanosecond before a 
_powerful_ force slammed into his chest. His entire body jarred from 
the impact and he felt his back slamming into something solid. The 
face was gone. 

"Chief! " 

He barely heard Ian's scream. His senses were horribly muted and 
every felt distant. He barely heard Cortana yelling in his ear, 
shouting encouragement and insults. John groaned. He felt worse than 
when he awoke from cryosleep. Suddenly he felt a presence looming 
over him. He felt a heat over his chest, suddenly jarring him from 
his dazed state. 

He glanced up to see a metal beinga€"a Prometheana€"standing over 
him. It was about to skewer him with its sword-arm. The Chief 
couldn't move. Then without warning the Promethean screamed and its 
body shuddered. 

It _disintegrated_. The metal being fell apart in a burst of light. 

In its place was Glacier, energy activated and sizzling, hungry for 
another victim. 

"Rise, Spartan, " the alien instructed. 


With a curt nod, the Master Chief moved. His senses slowly returning 
to him, the supersoldier groaned as he sat up. Virl offered a hand. 



which the human accepted. Like the Spartan weighed a feather instead 
of a thousand pounds, the Elite hoisted him onto his feet. He wobbled 
on his legs for a moment, but he quickly recovered his strength to 
stand on his own. Meanwhile Glacier turned around. 

"Prepare yourself, " he warned. 

John looked up to see the Prometheans had gotten closer and had their 
alien weapons trained on them. There were four of them now. The 
Spartan raised his assault rifle and shoved all his pain and 
discomfort down. 

"Let's go," he said. 

The comrades charged. Immediately the Prometheans' weapons lit up 
with high-pitched noises, a volley of light beams racing towards 
them. The Chief's shields lit up and his HUD flashed red, but he 
ignored it as he opened fired. 

He emptied his magazine on one while he saw in his peripheral vision 
Glacier slashing at another. Over the noise, he heard Ian taunting 
the metal beings. 

"Yo, Ugly! Over here!" 

He dared to look over to see one of the Prometheans slashing its 
sword at Ian. The boy easily ducked and rolled to the side, quickly 
rising his feet. He narrowed his eyes and held a hand out, green 
electricity sparking on his fingertips. Then without warning his look 
of concentrat ion was replaced by shock and horror. The electricity 
disappeared and the boy froze. 

"They're nota€"" he gasped. 

The Promethean didn't let him finish. It slammed its weapon-arm into 
his stomach, throwing him onto the ground. Ian wheezed and John 
reacted. He tossed a plasma grenade at the creature, the bomb 
sticking to its target. It exploded in a burst of plasma, causing the 
robot to scream. However it still stood. Did John just see a shield? 
The Promethean disappeared in a flash of light. 

The Chief could only stare for a second before sprinting to Ian's 
side. He crouched down and placed a hand on the boy's back, pushing 
him up. The teenager moaned, but when he opened his eyes, that 
fearful look was still there. 

"They're not robots," he gasped. "They're not robots." 

The Master Chief could only shake his head, not understanding. "What 
do you mean?" 

Ian looked at him with a look he had never seen before. "They're 
_human_. I _hear_ them. They ' rea€"they ' re trapped." 

John wanted to rebuke him. That he got hit in the head. But the boy 
wore that intense look. He was telling the truth. Never in his life 
had the Chief's skin crawled. It was _not _a pleasant feeling. 

"The Composer," the veteran said instead of addressing the boy. "We 
have to get you to the Composer." 



Ian only nodded. "I can go on my own. Glacier needs you." 

He was right. The commander was dancing between two Promethean 
Knights. At first it looked like he was doing fine. The Spartan had 
_never _seen an Elite wield a sword so skillfully. But the metal 
beings had learned from their fallen comrade to avoid the energy 
blade and it was only a matter of time before they landed a hit. The 
Chief nudged Ian's shoulder. 

"Go, " he ordered. 

The teenager hastily climbed to his feet and raced towards the 
balcony's ramp. Meanwhile John turned around and sprinted towards 
Virl. Only he never got there. 

"Chief! Six o'clock!" Cortana screamed. 

Without warning something slammed into John's back, forcing him to 
fall to the floor face-first with a weight on top of him. He heard a 
hiss of an activating energy sword. He heard Jul ' s voice, speaking in 
his native tongue. 

I am your opponent, _Demon_. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ian sprinted through the corridors full-speed, not daring to slow 
down. He should've learned from his last run-in that it was a bad 
idea, but he didn't care. He had to stop the Composer. He had to stop 
the Composer. He had to <em>stop <em>the Composer. 

Then the Prometheans appeared. 

Ian skidded to a halt. They were different than the last ones. They 
were significantly smaller, only over half a human's height. They 
stood on four legs with a linear body. They had no eyes or mouth. 

Just a block of metal that passed for a head. 

"Uh, robo-dogs?" Ian guessed. 

Apparently he was wrong, because the Promethean creatures gave 
high-pitched screams of rage. One's head opened in four different 
directions. A beam of energy spit out, aimed for Ian's head. He 
dodged to the side in the nick of time, his ear burning from the heat 
of the attack. Another one decided to pounce at him. 

The teenager sidestepped, reaching for his instincts and slapping the 
thing's side as it flew past him. The action only made him wince. He 
didn't feel his instincts attaching to technology. He heard _them_. 
Those who had been Composed. 

However, it had the desired effect as the metal canine stood frozen 
in green energy. Two more Prometheans to go. They growled in 
annoyance. One lunged, but in a blink of an eye, Ian activated an 
energy sword he "burrowed" from his guards and sliced the creature in 
half. It disintegrated in a burst of light. By now the last one was 
furious . 


Ian braced when it opened its four-cornered mouth, expecting it 



lunge. Instead a beam of energy shot out. The human tried to dodge 
out of the way, but wasn't fast enough. He cried burning pain came 
from his arm, worse than plasma damage. He instinctively gripped it, 
only for his fingers to throb in pain from the heat of the wound. It 
wasn't only his skin. It was a flesh wound, but it was _deep_, agony 
pulsing from his _bone_. What _was _that? 

His hesitation gave his enemy the advantage. Suddenly something 
rammed into Ian, throwing him to the ground. He landed with a wheeze, 
feeling a heavy weight on top of him. High-pitched growls pierced his 
hearing. He held his arms against the Promethean's chest, but the 
metal being was stronger. Ian yelled as it raked its claws from his 
cheek to his neck. No doubt it would scar. No doubt the next one 
would be for the kill. 

The teenager gripped the sword's handle. He activated it. The 
Promethean vanished. 

Ian fell limped with a sigh. Far too close for comfort. The threat 
neutralized, the boy shakily climbed to his feet. Not deactivating 
his weapon, he jogged forward. The Composer was close. It was time to 
end this. 

The room holding the controls was as cold and forbidding as the last 
time Ian was here. The only difference was that it was empty. It 
didn't comfort the human. Where was the Covenant? He ignored it as he 
clambered onto the raised platform and to the holopanel. 

He had to remove the Janus Key. He could figure out what to do with 
it either. But there was no sign of the Key, only flecks of data and 
Forerunner script racing across the hologram. Ian tried to let his 
instincts win, trying to read the alien language, but he saw no EJECT 
or CANCEL button. 

"Damn it," the boy cursed. "Damn it, _please_. " 

Then the hairs stood on the back of the human's neck. He fell onto 
all fours before the blade even swiped were his head once was. 
Instead, it sliced into the hologram, creating a sharp sound as the 
Eorerunner technology protested. Ian rolled away from the giant 
Promethean Knight. It gave an enraged scream. 

The human leaped to his feet and activated his energy sword. The 
metal being was different from the ones before. It was taller than 
the first ones and wicked shards of crystal protruded from its back. 
Without warning, the creature arched its back and opened its helmet, 
exposing a skull of energy. It let out another scream. 

Ian gripped his head with a cry. He didn't hear the roar of a 
mindless machine. He heard the scream of a tortured human. Suddenly 
the Promethean materialized in front of him. The boy's instincts had 
sensed its movements. They sensed it raising its sword over his 
head . 

Ian didn't know what happened next. Maybe it was his instincts. Maybe 
it was a reflex, born from his training or mere survival. Maybe it 
was just sheer luck. 


The human's sword met the blade, intercepting the creature's attack. 
But the Promethean was stronger. Ian felt himself being through back 



his head and back slamming onto the ground. Ignoring the pain 
radiating through his muscles, he forced himself into a crouch. He 
held out a hand and his instincts reached out. 

"Stop!" he commanded the Promethean. 

Only he was greeted with an onslaught of pain and resentment that 
were not his, screams ringing loudly in is his mind. Ian choked. He 
_heard _them. His body shook and he fought the invading 
thoughts . 

"You need to trust me!" he cried. "I am not your enemy!" 

The feelings of resentment grew. The Promethean wanted blood. The 
human soul wanted revenge for its suffering. 

"I can free you!" Ian struggled. "Please let me!" 

It was no use. The soul within was no longer a human. It was simply 
an energy source for the machine encasing it. The Promethean would 
see him dead. Ian would not let it. 

He snapped his eyes open and took a bold step forward. "You were 
created. You are technology. I control you." 

The Knight growled and screamed, as if it was yelling its disapproval 
or an insult. Ian took another step forward. He extended his 
instincts. He attached them to the Promethean. It fought back with 
its hatred. 

It _hurt_. 

The thoughts of the tortured soul flooded his mind. This world was 
worthless. This _galaxy _was worthless. The _Universe_. Why bother 
protecting it? 

Ian shook his head. _No_. That was the Promethean's thoughts, not 
his. It was worth saving. Countless lives filled the galaxy now, all 
with their own values. There could be peace between them. The 
mistakes of the past wouldn't be repeated, because they _all _would 
be equal. And Ian would set them _free_. 

Ian pushed the Promethean's hatred away, focusing on its metal. He 
imagined it falling apart with just a command. Electricity crackled 
within the metal being's joints. 

"I am the bridge between flesh and metal," Ian snarled. "_I _am the 
Composer ! " 

The Promethean screamed and lunged, sword extended. Ian willed the 
creature to be gone. The metal being disintegrated. 

The teenager winced as the headache came. But it was dull, bearable. 
Ian ignored it as he raced over to the panel. He raised his hand over 
where he last saw the Janus Key. 

He _felt _the Composer. Instead of rejecting its will, Ian _welcomed 
_it . The Composer spoke to him. Like Halo. Like Requiem. It showed 
him its secrets. The truth behind man and machine. Now the visions 
the Librarian finally made sense to him. 



The Janus Key appeared in his hand. 


Ian closed his eyes and attached his instincts to it. He poured _all 
_them to the device, along with his emotions and willpower and 
knowledge. The energy pulsing through it suddenly turned green. 

Ian reinserted it. 

He imagined the Composer's blood-red heart being replaced by a green, 
welcoming glow. He imagined its plating no longer necessary. It's 
_existence _no longer necessary. He knew the Composer would fight 
back, trying to release its powers. Trying to fire again, but finding 
no real target. It could only fill the air with its dread and energy 
and its deadly hum. 

But it was not strong enough against its counterpart. 

The Composer was destroyed. 


24 . Chapter 24 

John dodged as Jul 'Mdama swiped his energy sword at him yet again. 
The Covenant leader gave a snarl of frustration but charged again. He 
slashed diagonally, trying to cut the Chief's torso in half, but the 
human leaped away. The attack would've left any other Elite exposed, 
but Jul took a leap back, out of range of his shotgun. John 
hissed . 

'Mdama had been fighting humans for a long time. He probably had 
single-handedly killed _thousands_. At this point, the Master Chief 
wouldn't be surprised if some of them were Spartans. The rogue knew 
what he was doing. He already destroyed the supersoldier's assault 
rifle . 

There was a metallic scream behind John, signaling Glacier had 
finished another Promethean. One more to go. The Chief would let the 
Elite take care of it. He knew the commander wanted Jul 'Mdama, and 
he didn't feel comfortable leaving him on his own, but he wasn't in a 
position to assist him. Right he just had to focus on not being 
chopped in half. 

The Spartan fired his shotgun, successfully lighting up 'Mdama 
shields and provoking a snarl. However it still wasn't enough. Not 
missing a beat, the Elite sliced at John's head. At the last second, 
the war veteran ducked into a roll, the blade coming a millimeter to 
his helmet. He landed in a crouch and fired again, only to once again 
be greeted with shields. John didn't have time to curse as Jul was 
already bringing down his sword on him in a vertical strike. What the 
human did next could've only been described as stupid. 

Instead of fleeing from the attack, he rose to meet it. He snatched 
Jul ' s fist over the weapon with both hands, halting his assault. The 
Spartan had to lean back from the blade, which was an inch from his 
visor and almost blinding him. He heard Jul snarling in rage over the 
crackling of electricity. Acting as quickly as he could, John 
unsheathed a combat dagger from his armor. 

He was rewarded with a roar of pain as the knife dug into Jul ' s arm. 



It was his sword-wielding arm, too, hindering him. Or that's what the 
Chief hoped what would happen. Instead it was anything but as 'Mdama 
hissed and rammed into the Spartan. Although John suspected he 
weighed more, the Elite had height and momentum working for him, 
successfully driving them both to the floor. 

At first the human didn't know who was winning, only sensing his 
limbs tangled and vision blocked as he wrestled with the alien. 
Eventually he felt his back slam onto the ground and a weight that 
_shouldn't_ be heavy on top of him. He looked up to see Jul ' s ugly 
face above his, the glowing energy sword between them. Dangerously 
close to John's neck, which was encased in the Elite's tight grip. He 
couldn't feel the knife in his grip and spots were dancing across his 
vision . 

"Die, vermin, " Jul hissed. 

A roar filled the air before he even finished the words. John saw a 
blur of movement and a force pull his body before Jul suddenly 
vanished. The Chief turned to his side to see the Covenant leader on 
his feet, facing Glacier. Despite having been stabbed with a dagger 
that more than likely pierced his bone, 'Mdama didn't seem impaired 
at all. Instead, he wielded his sword as easily as he did with John, 
only to meet Virl 'Sadum's energy sword. 

The human stared in awe for a moment as the two warriors flawlessly 
weaved and circled around each other, like some twisted dance of 
death. He never saw Elites fight each other, before. The blades met 
in perfect harmony, creating harsh sounds of electricity and bursts 
of light. They glowed menacingly as they sliced their weapons through 
the air with ghost-like sounds. Einally the opponents separated, 
barely out of breath. 

John was quick to stand by Glacier's right, his shotgun pointed at 
Jul. He didn't bother to check how much ammunition he had left, if 
any. ' Sadum was still braced to pounce. 'Mdama glanced between them, 
as if uncertain as who to attack first. He still didn't seem 
concerned, though. 

"Do you really think you can defeat me?" the Elite snarled. 

"Yes," the Master Chief answered without hesitation. 

Jul only seemed amused. "Even if you could, an army stands behind me. 
_Thousands _willing to avenge me." 

"Perhaps," Glacier responded. "But we also have fighters. And how 
willing will they be when they learn the _Demon _killed their great 
leader? " 

John knew Glacier meant him. He was well aware of his infamous title 
by his enemies. Still, the human cocked an eyebrow at the Elite. 
Didn't Virl wanted to kill him? However, the commander shot a look 
back at him. The Chief immediately understood. _0h_. 

'Mdama snarled at the statement. "Then they will be all the more 
eager to see him dead." 


John followed Glacier's lead. "You sure about that? Your buddies have 
a different opinion of me, last I heard." 



His taunt had the desired effect of Jul curling his mandibles and 
fury burning in his eyes. Yes, make him mad enough he lost his 
touch . 


"Do not think yourself so highly, _Demon_, " 'Mdama spat. "You are 
mortal being. You can die. No being in this galaxy is a god." 

"So what have you been telling your subordinates of the Forerunners?" 
Glacier retorted. 

Jul flinched at that. John had never seen an Elite do that. He even 
believed he imagined it, as he blinked at the same time. Jul 'Mdama 
was a fraud? Well, it certainly explained how he got so many on his 
side . 

But the Master Chief honestly didn't care. Whether it was because of 
religion, revenge, or whatever, the Covenant was trying to destroy 
humanity. The very thing the Spartan had been trained to protect for 
as long as he could remember. What he was been _born_ to do. John 
never questioned his place in the Spartan program. Defending humanity 
was his _destiny_. Even if he was some gladiatora€"a pawn in someone 
else's gamea€"he would still follow it. Because without humanity, 
there would be nothing. 

The Covenant was the Covenant. Destructive aliens that tried to defy 
his reason for existence. He was well aware not all aliens were like 
thata€"the Arbiter and his Elitesa€"no, _Sangheili_a€"were proof of 
that. They cared for their homes just like humans did and more 
important lya€"wanted change. It just took him a long time to realize 
that. But it didn't matter. 

All that mattered was destroying the Covenant Remnant. 

The Master Chief took a bold step forward, thrusting his shotgun 
towards Jul. "No, I'm not a god. I am a _Spartan_. " 

As if on cue or the universe agreeing with him, at the moment the 
room shuddered violently. The trio even had to stumble to keep their 
balance. Jul looked around in panic while Glacier glanced at his 
surroundings, but quickly calmed. John merely smirked. 

"And that, would be our reinforcements." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>lnf inity<em>, the _Eternal Night_, and the _Unyielding Eaith_ 
floated over the valley, casting ominous shadows over the inferior 
land, dark enough to pass as sudden night. They most likely appeared 
as damnation to the cowering Covenant below, completely unaware of 
their approach. Thanks to Cortana and Roland, who had finally pooled 
their resources and skill together. Pelicans and Phantoms poured from 
the hulls of the mighty ships, diving to the ground like birds of 
prey. Enemy Phantoms and anti-air greeted them, but the pilots pushed 
on . 

The Storm Covenant fleet was quick to respond. CCS-class 
battlecruisers seemed to materialize in midair. Severala€"to the 
assaulters' shocka€"rose from the depths of a nearby gigantic lake, 
apparently unhindered by the water. Including a giant, foreboding 



figure of an assault carrier. The _Song of Retribut ion_. Apparently 
the aliens hadn't suffered as the UNSC expected, as there was quite 
an amount left. Captain Lasky counted up to a dozen cruisers. 

Where had they all come from? _Infinity_ lost half its support fleet 
in the battle before the crash. They had lack of numbers, but to Tom 
they made up for it with power. With two assault carriers and the 
greatest starship mankind ever built, he wanted to say they could do 
anything. He knew better to believe something so cocky, so he 
remained silent and kept his guard up. 

Especially as the captain clearly remembered the last time his forces 
entered this valley. He kept his eyes sharp, looking for the same 
devilish glow or his forces vanishing in thin air. Nothing. The only 
thing he saw out of the ordinary was a large empty socket in the 
Forerunner structure at the edge of the valley. It almost looked like 
a silo cut in half. Like it was missing something. Whatever it was, 
Lasky didn't feel the heavy dread he felt before when he sent those 
soldiers. It felt as if it was plucked from his stomach. This only 
meant one thing: the Chief and Virl 'Sadum were successful. 

The Composer was destroyed. He knew it was risky, to attack when they 
didn't know if the weapon was offline. But they didn't have time to 
wait for the infiltration team (if he could even call it that) to 
contact them. It would waste precious seconds or worse, ruin their 
surprise attack. So instead the infiltration team was put on a timer. 
And the Master Chief did not disappoint. Lasky knew to have faith in 
him . 

It allowed their assault to be successful. The Covenant was clearly 
not expecting them. The army had been leisuring around more than 
anything. Although they reacted quickly, it was more in a panic than 
an organized military counterattack . 

Captain Lasky turned around. "Roland, release the frigates." 

The aviator avatar popped up. "Aye, aye. Captain." 

In atmosphere, _Infinity _shuddered as it released its burden. Though 
it was broad daylight, the sky lit up with explosions and artillery. 
Lasky ignored it as he reviewed the battleground. They had to win 
this fight. Not only for Earth, but for the entire galaxy as well. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Commander Palmer dug her dagger into the throat of an Elite, its 
purple blood gushing into the air as it let out a dying roar. She 
pushed it to the ground at the same time as she whirled around, 
firing her pistol at a Grunt. Its tiny head exploded on impact. The 
woman hissed as a sharp pain came from her leg. She glanced down to 
see the pink shard of a needier. <p> 

It wasn't strong enough to explode, so it simply disappeared with a 
_kink_. Still hurt like hell. It filled Sarah with rage, her already 
pumping adrenaline spiking. She glanced up to see the unlucky Jackal 
sniper, still pointing its needle rifle at her. It squawked when it 
recognized her fury-filled gaze and even tried to run away. It was 
stopped in its tracks as Palmer fired two rounds into it back. 


The Spartan had been fighting the second she touched the ground 



dropped off by a Pelican. She might've assumed so, considering the 
jarring flight downward and the rough landing right in the middle of 
a hot zone. Not that she didn't mind. Her entire career as an ODST 
composed of landing in enemy territory without a second's rest. 
Everywhere she turned, a wave of Covenant greeted her. Most of them 
were occupied with other soldiers or defending themselves, but only a 
few times in her life did she see so many compacted in one place. 

It wouldn't be a Covenant base without their favorite toys. Wraiths, 
turrets, grav-lifts. Ghosts, BansheesaC 1 the whole shebang was here. 
Already aerial dogfights began to fill the skies, mostly Falcons and 
Hornets versus Banshees and Phantoms. Palmer truly began to wonder if 
the Battle of the Ark was this hectic. Maybe it was. Maybe it wasn't. 
Even though, the rush of battle filled her with adrenaline, making 
her high. 

"Can you keep up, Arby?" the commander called. 

Thel 'Vadam snapped his neck towards her after slicing a rival Elite 
almost clean in half. He was able to recognize she meant him. 

"It is the 'Arbiter! '" he corrected. "And yes, it is not a daunting 
task . " 

For a split-second Palmer wondered if he was questioning her skill or 
boasting his. She let it go, deciding it was good challenge to keep 
her motivated in the battle. It seemed the Arbiter had similar 
thoughts. The Spartan was pulled from her own as suddenly a yell 
filled the air. 

"Incoming!" a marine screamed. 

The woman heard the roar before she saw the light. She dived away 
just as the giant plasma ball slammed into the ground with a sound of 
thunder. Screams were quick to follow. Palmer quickly glanced over 
her shoulder to see the damage. There was a crater of scorched 
ground. Filling it was the charred body of an Elite along with two 
marines, one dead and the other flailing in agony. 

Before the Spartan could move, an Elite leaped upon the injured human 
and put him out of his misery. She shot it in the eye to repay the 
favor. Some cruel part of her told her it was for the best that the 
alien killed him. There was no way he could've survived those wounds. 
The Elite sparred him in an ironic way by giving him a quick 
death . 

Still, it filled Sarah with raw fury. 

She locked onto the Wraith with a red gaze, the alien tank firing off 
another shell to the other side of the battlefield. Without a 
moment's hesitation, she took off towards it. It was a Hunter that 
tried to intercept her. 

With its strange, battle cry-groan, the twelve foot tall monster 
slammed its shield down on her. Palmer lithely dodged it, jumping out 
of the way. It allowed the Hunter to hit the ground with all its 
might, successfully impeding its shield-arm into the mud and getting 
it stuck. The giant groaned in dismay. Meanwhile Sarah gave wicked 
grin and scrambled up its shield onto its shoulder. The Hunter gave a 
roar of protest, but lacked the maneuverability to properly force her 



off. It allowed her to climb onto its back, forcing a primed frag 
grenade into its neck. She jumped off and continued her sprint, not 
looking back as the Hunter exploded in gunpowder, blood, and 
gore . 

The gunner of the Wraith noticed the Spartan before the driver. It 
started firing a volley of plasma at her, forcing her shields to 
flare. Sarah took on the attack, not hindered as she continued her 
run and lifting up her pistol. The Grunt was killed with the second 
shot. By now Palmer reached the Wraith, but the driver didn't notice 
her approach. 

It allowed her to rush up the hood. Instead of attacking the cockpit, 
she climbed over the cannon, careful to avoid residue of plasma. 

Using only her arms, she twisted around to face the back of the alien 
tank, slamming her feet into the cold metal. Greeting her was the 
exposed engine, rotating rapidly. Sarah gave a wicked grin. 

She pulled out another frag and tossed in the opening, the ticking 
bomb landing within the inner workings of the death machine. Not 
hesitating, she used all fours to bounce off. She rolled away before 
slipping off a drop, landing and killing on a Jackal below. She kept 
her head down as Wraith exploded overhead, sending debris and plasma 
in all directions. There was a brilliant flash of light and the 
ground reverberated. 

Commander Palmer grinned again. Two major threats eliminated. This 
battle would be easy. 

A scream cut her off. The Spartan snapped her head to the source, 
seeing the dead body of a female marine. Witha€ 1 what the hell was 
that ? 

A gigantic metal being stood over the corpse, almost competing with 
the Hunter in height. Palmer blinked. It certainly wasn't there a 
second ago. Where dida€ 1 ? 

"They're everywhere!" a panicked voice screamed. 

The commander glanced up to see the marine was right. Taking the 
place of the Covenant were more of the strange robots. Some towered 
over the humans, some were the size and shape of canines, and others 
hovered the organics. It completely baffled the woman and she had no 
idea what to make of it. But what she _did _notice, that they were 
picking the humans off like flies. 

Something snapped. Palmer shot out from her cover, shooting a 
four-legged robot attacking a marine. It felt apart with a burst of 
light. Instead of being confused, she continued on to skid in front 
of a line of marines and Spartans. 

"Hold the line!" she commanded. "Nothing gets past!" 

Rallying under her orders, the humans formed ranks to create a tight 
wall. With every weapon in the UNSC, they fired into the crowd of 
enemies before thema€"Covenant and robot alike. Palmer led the 
attack, standing in front and constantly shooting her double pistols. 
Without warning, roars filled the air and the Spartan saw blurs of 
movement race by her. 



She blinked to see allied Elites diving into enemy ranks, mowing down 
their numbers with their swords and strength alone. Suddenly Sarah 
had a strange feeling of respect. She had only seen Spartans or 
occasionally ODSTs so willingly take the enemy head-on and succeed. 
She never expected for Elites to without hesitation take a suicide 
charge, if they weren't angry. Palmer smiled. Maybe they weren't all 
that bad. She continued to fire, aware of different colored plasma 
joining her volley of gunfire. 

"Can you keep up?" a deep voice mocked beside her. 

She glanced over to see the Arbiter. Commander Sarah Palmer 
grinned . 

"We're just getting started." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Oh my gods leave me <em>alone<em> ! " Ian wailed rapidly. 

He sprinted away from the volley of plasma and energy to skid behind 
a barrier that might've been a railing. Why did the bad guys always 
go after him? Now an army of _both _Covenant and Prometheans pursued 
him. His energy sword had deactivated and he barely was able to 
snatch a plasma pistol. He had willed the Promethean Knight to obey 
him, but unfortunately it did not affect the remaining robots. They 
charged after him, and his instincts weren't strong enough for them 
_all_. So running away and shooting was his only option. 

Sighing through his nose, Ian dared to raise himself over the 
barrier, shooting at a Promethean Crawler that was racing towards 
him. The green bolt melted into its mouth, making the entire body 
disintegrate. The boy grinned in relief. The smile quickly 
disappeared as a hovering Promethean appeared. It looked nothing like 
a Sentinel. If anything, it looked like an anti. 

The Watcher shot out a blue beam where the Crawler had fallen. When 
the beam shut off, the robot-canine returned, good as new. Ian 
cursed . 

"Oh, come on!" he roared. 

He ducked down again as now the Grunts and Jackals were firing at 
him. Ian only muttered. This was not going wellaCl He could extend 
his instincts at few of the Prometheans, try to force them away. But 
the Watchers could regenerate their numbers, which seemed to be their 
only purpose. And it was hard to focus while being shot at. The 
teenager gritted his teeth. He thought the destruction of the 
Composer would make the Prometheans disappear. Instead it seemed to 
infuriate them. 

Suddenly Ian felt like he wasn't alone. He glanced over to see a 
Crawler had appeared beside him, already opening its mouth to fire. 
The boy yelled and fired his pistol at it. The dog disappeared. In 
its place was a heap of metal. However, the human noticed a piece 
that appeared different than the others. 

His instincts controlling his muscles, he gingerly picked it up. 
Immediately the piece of metal changed in its grip, shards of it 
shifting. Instead of an oddly-shaped scrap, a Eorerunner pistol was 



in Ian's grip. The boy smiled. 


"Coola€l" he gapped. 

Suddenly the curious growls of a Jackal interrupted him. Holding down 
the trigger, Ian raised his new weapon at the avian-reptile. He 
released the trigger, unleashing a volley of radioactive energy into 
the alien's face. It disappeared from view, falling to the floor, 
dead . 

But Ian still sensed the Prometheans nearby, the Knight ordering the 
Covenant to hold back. How Jul convinced his subordinates to follow 
orders from robots, he would never know. It gave the human an idea, 
though. If he got rid of the Knight, would his attackers 
falter? 

Just the idea made his head hurt. It was the same class as the one 
before: towering over its surroundings with a crown of spikes. Ian 
had difficultly forcing the other one to submit. If only he could 
even the odds. Suddenly excitement coursed through his veins. The 
Prometheans took orders from Jul 'Mdama. A being nowhere near the 
Forerunners. But Ian was. What if he convinced the Prometheans not to 
stop fighting, but to follow him? 

The human closed his eyes. _Librarian, you told me I'm responsible 
for humanity. Then help me._ 

Ian snapped his eyes open and raised above the barrier, arm extended 
to the front row of Crawlers. They snarled at him and shifted like 
they braced to pounce. The boy remained unintimidated, instead 
reaching out his instincts towards them. He latched onto them, 
feeling their hatred just like before. The canines snarled in 
confusion and rage, wincing away. Ian narrowed his eyes. 

_Obey me! _he commanded. The Prometheans refused. _I am your 
Gladiator! I am the Composer! Listen to me!_ 

The Prometheans were uncertain. They stopped fidgeting. They 
listened . 

A chuckle sounded in Ian's mind. _"I knew we could place our faith in 
you, " _the Librarian hummed. 

The Crawler's bright red energy turned blue. The Knight screamed. The 
Covenant just stared, confused. That was until one pounced on a 
Jackal, killing it instantly. Two jumped over to where Ian was 
hiding, guarding him. Despite the Knight's robotic face was 
unchanging, it looked furious. Ian just smiled wickedly in 
response . 

The Promethean lifted its weapon-arm at him. It almost looked like a 
shotgun. Now Ian turned solemn and gulped. He wondered if his new 
"friends" could protect him. The Knight growled, glaring its deadly 
red eyes at him. The human could feel it bracing to fire. But it 
never had a chance . 

Without warning, a focused, bright beam of orange energy assaulted 
the Promethean's head. The being screamed and tried to flinch away, 
only for several more. The Covenant gave startled growls and the 
Knight screamed more. At first Ian was confused, but then he sensed 



them . 


He glanced up to see Sentinels hovering protectively over him, 
assaulting the enemies. 

Ian smiled. "Thank you. Librarian." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>By now Jul ' Mdama was angry. The Master Chief was on the 
defensive, backing up as he fired rounds of shotgun at the Sangheili. 
Unfortunately he ran dry. He just had time to curse before his 
opponent swiped his energy sword at him. John was able to jump out of 
the way, but wasn't able to avoid the kick to his torso. <p> 

His armor was the only thing that saved him from certain death. The 
Spartan slammed onto his back with a grunt, winded. Even though he 
was able to make out Jul roaring. He glanced up, only to see a tall, 
dark figure leap from behind a structure. 

Virl 'Sadum slashed his energy sword at 'Mdama, only for the alien to 
turn at the last minute and intercept the attack. The two leaders 
returned to their duel as John climbed to a crouch. He noticed 
something particular by his feet. Debris from a 
Promethean? 

Curiously he plucked it up. Immediately the piece of metal changed 
into the shape of the weapon. John blinked and cradled it like he 
would with his signature assault rifle. He was surprised it felt the 
same, even the trigger felt natural. He tilted his head and aimed it 
at Jul. We waited patiently as Glacier and the Covenant leader danced 
back and forth. Finally 'Mdama kicked his opponent away, his back 
still to the Chief. Completely exposing himself. 

The Master Chief open fired. A volley of energy shot out of the 
Forerunner weapon, assaulting Jul. The Sangheili roared and whirled 
around, but it was too late. His shields collapsed. 

John tried to take advantage by continuing to fire, but the alien was 
faster. Faster than the veteran thought possible, Jul lunged over a 
gap between them and swatted the weapon away, almost taking the 
Spartan down in the process. The rogue tried to tilt his sword to 
behead the human, but the Master Chief instantly jumped to his 
feet . 

Once again, he snatched Jul 'Mdama wrist and held the sword away. 
Weaponless, John decided to depend on his strength. He sent a punch 
at the Sangheili 's exposed stomach, knowing it would be crippling 
despite the alien's strength. However he was disappointed when he 
only pounded into a glowing shield. They recharged 
fast ! 

Unfortunately he gave Jul the same idea. The leader snarled before 
slamming a fist into the Spartan's helmet. John gasped as his head 
was snapped to the side and the wind was knocked out of him. He was 
thrown to the ground. Letting Spartan instinct kick in, the Chief 
tried to leap back onto his feet, only to feel something heavy slam 
onto his stomach. 

This is the fearsome Demon?" _Jul mocked, returning to his own 



tongue. The Covenant leader pinned the Spartan down with his hoof, 
leaning all his weight on him. He was not light by any standards. 
_"You are pathetic, just like the rest of your filthy race. To think 
so many of my brethren were not only killed by your kind, but 
_cowered. _When in truth you will be the first to die."_ 

"That's where you're wrong," John countered. "Spartans never 
die ! " 

The supersoldier twisted enough to allow his leg up, slamming his 
heel into Jul 'Mdama's stomach. The force was enough to force the 
monster to scream in pain and stumble backwardsaC 1 right onto 
Glacier's energy sword. 

The double blades protruded from the Covenant leader's torso, a mist 
of steam rising from the plasma. Jul splayed his mandibles as he 
attempted to scream, but no sound came out. Instead, his body 
convulsed only once before his lifeless eyes glazed over. Jul 'Mdama 
was dead. 


25. Epilogue 

There was nothing. Only nothing. It stretched out as far as the eye 
could see. _Farther _than the eye could see. It stretched across the 
galaxy and out into the universe. It could not be known if it 
stretched beyond that. Perhaps the Forerunners knew, but the truth 
died along with them. But now it was only known that there was an 
eternal darkness. Perhaps it was a shadow of things that were once 
there. Perhaps it had always been there, even before time 
itself . 

But that nothing was not empty. That eternal darkness was not without 
light. Dust, asteroids, moons, planets, systems, galaxiesaC 1 they 
filled the void. Every one of them with a purpose. They were alit 
with stars, which spread their warmth to touch every object in the 
galaxy, even to the objects in the farthest corners. Even objects as 
cold as Halo and the empty shells of shield worlds. As long as they 
were touched by the sun's light, they existed, and they would not be 
forgotten. The Forerunner's legacy would be remembered. 

At Jul 'Mdama's death, the Prometheans disappeared. With no longer a 
master or a purpose, they returned to their original state. Realizing 
they were alone and leaderless, the Covenant became frantic. Many 
fled. In their haste, many were left behind. They were either killed 
or the ones that begged mercy were captured. 

The Arbiter vowed to track them, to prevent the Storm Covenant from 
ever reemerging. He would place Virl 'Sadum in charge of this task, 
naming him the Imperial Admiral of Sanghelios. Meanwhile Thel 'Vadam 
would return to their homeworld to continue his efforts to unite 
their war-torn race, becoming leader of _all _the Sangheili. His word 
would never be questioned. 

Meanwhile, Requiem fell into slumber. With its heart and prisoner, 
the Composer, gone, it no longer needed to stand vigilant. It allowed 
_Infinity_ to leave, simply closing its gate behind it, locking the 
world away forever. Though sleeping, it would continue to seal away 
the voices of the Prometheans and the echoes of the Forerunners. The 
Librarian, the Didact, the Composer, the Prometheans. They would not 



be remembered. 


It made Ian wonder what else would be remembered. What else would be 
forgotten. Only time would tell. 

The Gladiator stood in front of the window of _Infinity_'s bridge, 
staring. Specs of light spread across the black canvas, a strong 
reminder that it was not empty and that there was plenty more. That 
it will be never empty. 

It would be filled with the Forerunner's legacy that all sentient 
beings would embrace and share the galaxy in peace. The humans would 
evolve and take the place of their ancestors, with the Spartans as 
their gladiators and protectors. The Master Chief would be their 
legend . 

Commander Sarah Palmer would become their leader, though she may not 
be as remembered. But she would be respected. She would uphold the 
memory of their mother, whose echo would continue to guide not only 
John-117, but his brothers and sisters. 

The Mantle of Responsibility did not shelter all. 

Sentient life sheltered itself. It had done so for as long as the 
void was filled. And it would continue to do so. 

Ian Paden heard Captain Tom Lasky give an order to Holland. 

"Let ' s go home . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>And that's the end of Gladiator! Thank you for all of 
those who stayed to the end, especially those from the original! And 
of course, thank you to everyone else who f avoritedf ollowed this 
fanfiction! Every one really means a lot to me, especially for this 
unique fanfiction!** 

**If you enjoy my writing, feel free to check out my other projects. 
I have several coming out soon! Thank you again for all the support 
and I hope you enjoyed this fanfiction!** 


End 
f lie . 



